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CHAPTER I. 

UXIAK GBSY. 

^I leave thee, sister ! We have played 

Through many a joyous hour, 
When the silvery green of the olive shade 

Hong dim o'er fount and bower ! 
Tes ! thou and I, by stream, by shore. 

In song, in prayer, in deep, 
Have been as we may be no more. 

Kind sister! let me weep.** — ^Mbs. Hbmans. 

"This day week!" said Lilian Grey, as she sat 
with her sister at their chamber-window, watching 
the last hues of sonset fade from the wayy hills 
that almost encircled the qniet little town of Kirby- 
Brough ; " this day week, at this time, I shall be 
far, far away." 

Elizabeth sighed, and tried to thread her needle 
in the faint light that still radiated from the glow- 
ing west ; but she made no w^lj. Lilian went on : 
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''It seems so strange, Elizabeth, to think that after 
next Tuesday Kirby-Brongh will never be my home 
again ; that Sundays will come, and the bells will 
ring, and I shall not be sitting between you and 
Eleanor, where I have sat ever since I first went 
to church. And then the summer — ^the long, sultry 
July days, when I always went into the deep wood 
yonder, and sat listening to the birds, and the 
rustling leaves, and dreaming over my book, or 
thinking perhaps of the very time that is now 
come, and wondering whether I ever could care 
about any one so much as to be willing to leave 
my dear home, and go quite away, and have new 
associations, and new relatives, and new duties. 
Summer will soon be here again, and you and the 
children will go there; but I shall not go with 
you. I shall be Lilian Grey no longer ! " 

** You win be Lilian Hope, dearest !" said Elizar 
beth, trying to speak gaily. 

"Yes," said the young girl, shaking b«ujk her 
long, dark, glossy curls, and springing up as she 
spoke. "Yes, that is it, EHzabeth; I shall by 
Basil's wife, and that thought puts away all me 
pdness. I must be happy while I am with him. 
It would be dreadful to go amongst strangers if I 
were not going with my husband ; but his mother 
will be my mother, and his sisters will be my 
sisters, and his home and his friends mine also. 
Oh, Elizabeth, I wish you were as happy as I am ! 
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I "wifiii there were two more Basils in the world — 
one for you and one for Eleanor, when she is old 
enongh to be married. But I might as well wish 
for two snns ; there conld not be another like Basil. 
I may say so now, Elizabeth dear; I think it is 
not nnmaidenly, for in one little week he will be 
my Basil, and I shall be his own wife. Yon, and 
Eleanor, and the children, and Annt DorotKy will 
miss me, I know; bnt I shall come to see yon; 
and yon and Eleanor must pay me long, very long 
visits, as soon as we have our own home. And 
then we can write ; oh, what amusing letters I shall 
send you from town, and ^m Hopelands Park, and 
what volumes of news I shall have from Kirby- 
Brough! You must tell me everything, Elizabeth; 
try to make me see with your eyes; tell me how 
the hills look ; how the sunlight is slanting on the 
common ; how the shadows of the old castle ruins 
fall on the meadows beneath ; how the cricket-field 
looks. You will miss me at first, but you will soon 
be used to it." 

"I shall miss you very much!" said Elizabeth, 
and her voice sank and trembled as she spoke ; ** but 
I hope, dear, the gain of others will be greater than 
our loss. I hope you will be very happy. I dare 
say Basil's mother and sisters will be all you could 
wish ; but, Lilian, my dear, you must not expect to 
find things henceforth as smooth as they have been. 
A wife may have deeper happiness and fuller joys 
b2 
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than a young girl in the home of her childhood; 
but she must inevitably be exposed to greater trials, 
incur heavier responsibilities, and perhaps meet with 
stronger temptations to evil than when she lived 
with her sisters and brothers under the shelter of 
her father's roof. I admire Basil exceedingly, but 
I cannot help wishing you were going to marry 
some one nearer home, and some one in our own 
station." 

"I do not see," interrupted Lilian, proudly, 
'* that there is any such great inequality of station. 
Basil's family is rich, and boasts a pedigree some 
centuries in length ; but when all is said and done, 
one can be no more than a lady. The queen is a 
lady with extraordinary distinctions ; you and I are 
ladies by habit and education, though without any 
further distinction than that which is inseparable 
from gentle breeding." 

" I am' afraid your visions will be considered too 
levelling among the aristocratic Hopes," said Eliza- 
beth, this time with a genuine smile. '^But, dear 
Lilian, you must forgive me if I seem to cast a 
shadow over the bright vista of your coming days : 
it is that I am so anxious, so fearful, lest any — any 
inadvertence, I will say, should raise a barrier at 
the first between you and your husband's family. 

Basil cannot be expected to ^I hardly know 

what I would say, for I am not clever as you are ; 
but, Lilian, try to think of yourself henceforward as 
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fL Hope. Take not only Basil, but all who belong 
to bim to yonr heart." 

Elizabeth Grey was nearly twenty-fonr ; she was 
the eldest of a large fieunily early bereft of a mother's 
care. A maiden annt resided with them, but Eliza- 
beth was really the head and mainspring of the 
household. .She was not a beauty; by no means 
talented ; and quite unable at times to comprehend 
the poetic flights of her brilliant sister Lilian — five 
years younger than herself, and the pride and beauty 
of the old-fjEushioned little town of Kirby-Brough. 
There was anoth^ girl, named Eleanor, just six- 
teen ; Susan, eleven ; and George and John, coming 
in between Eleanor and Susan. The eldest brother, 
Arthur, was in India; he was nearly three years 
older than Lilian. Mr. Grey, a retired woollen 
manufacturer, died when Elizabeth was twenty, 
leaving a comfortable provision for his children. 
Aunt Dorothy continued to reside with her oiphan 
nephews and nieces, in order to give an air of stabi- 
lity to a household whose mistress and members 
were so extremely juvenile. 

I^othing particular occurred till Lilian was turned 
eighteen, and then Basil Hope came into the neigh- 
bourhood to pay a visit to a college friend. He 
met the sisters in their walks, both in the town and 
the country; and was much struck with Lilian's 
peculiar style and beauty. Somehow an introduc- 
tion took place ; Basil Hope first admired and then 
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loved the fair girl, who seemed to him far lovelier 
than the loveliest of the high-bom daughters of his 
own caste and station. The qniet, sensible Eliza- 
beth saw the attachment which was growing up 
between the stranger and her sister, and feared the 
result; but her misgivings were but slightly com- 
municated, Basil proposed in due and honourable 
form, and Lilian promised to be his wife. 

That there was stormy work at Hopelands when 
the young heir returned to the parental roof, and 
requested his father's countenance to the marriage 
which was already arranged, the sisters never knew. 
Basil only admitted that there had been difficulties, 
that his parents had entertained other views for 
him ; but that was aU settled now. They were to 
reside at first at Hopelands, and then take up their 
residence in town, and begin housekeeping for them- 
' selves. In process of time, letters reached Kirby- 
Brough from two of Basil's sisters — Olivia and 
Harriet. Stiff, cold letters they seemed to the 
young fiancie^ written, it would seem, rather in 
compliance with certain conventionalities, than from 
a desire to welcome to their domestic circle the 
young and lovely new sister, who was leaving, for 
their brother's sake, the happy home of her early 
years. 

As the time fixed for Lilian's marriage drew near, 
Elizabeth's anxieties increased tenfold. She knew 
Lilian so well ; she was such a paradoxical creature ; 
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SO humble and gentle in an atmosphere of love, bo 
proud and uncompromising when she felt or fancied 
herself wronged ; so cold and reserved to those whom 
she could not respect; so clinging and ingenuous 
where she encountered goodness and sympathy. 
Then she was so sensitive, and so quick to hide 
the disappointment and pain which fix)m time to 
time persons of her temperament are certain to 
•encounter. 

Yes; Lilian Grey was perilously fashioned: a 
child in the great world's ways, yet a woman in 
strength of feeling, and earnestness, and purpose ; 
gifted with that dangerous, and too often fatal, 
dower of remarkable beauty, with an ardent and 
poetic temperament, a brilliant imagination, and a 
very imperfectly developed, but rather alarming, 
capacity for acute sarcasm. 

And with regard to religion ? Here Lilian was alto- 
gether wanting. The light of truth, which every day 
grows clearer and larger, had not yet penetrated to 
Kirby-Brough. The inhabitants thought they were 
good, consistent Chtirch-people, because- they congre- 
gated once or twice every Sunday in the grand old 
minster-like church of their quiet, respectable town, 
lived, generally speaking, moral and reputable lives, 
and responded four times annually to the rector's 
invitation to come to the sacrament of the Lord's 
Supper. 1^0 controversial questions vexed the good 
people of Kirby-Brough, no sectarian or party-spirit 
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disturbed tlie even t^nor of their way. Higli Church 
and Low Church were terms but imperfectly under- 
stood, and never discussed. Tractarianism and the 
Evangelical Alliance were alike unknown. The 
tide of time actually seemed to stagnate at Eirby* 
Brough ; but the rector gave good dinners, the wife 
of the- head-master of the granmiar-school gave 
delightful evening parties; and on high-days and 
festivals the bells clanged till the old church-tower 
rocked again, and the breeze from the hills fluttered 
the silken folds of the parish flag, and displayed the 
motto of the loyal but undemonstrative Kirby- 
Broughians — " Church and Queen." 

The last Sunday of Lilian's maiden life came and 
went. She repeated mechanically the responses 
after the drowsy clerk, and listened wearily to the 
thirty-fourth edition of the rector's sermon on Jacob 
wrestling with the angel. After the evening service, 
she went to see Alice Eayner, her old school-fellow, 
who was conflned by perpetual indisposition to her 
couch. 

Elizabeth and Eleanor walked home with the 
children. Aunt Dorothy never attended evening 
service ; she read Blair's sermons, or ** The Week's 
Preparation " at home ; so Lilian went alone up the 
quiet hill, and along the green lane, to Alice Eayner's 
cottage-home. The sweet April day had come to. its 
dose ; the sun had gone down behind the distant 
hiUs, leaving on their lonely summits a glorious 
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flush of crimson and golden light ; the rush of the 
riycr sounded solemnly in the hushed Sabhath twi- 
light, and the young moon and the faint stars 
gleamed forth in the clear blue sky, that hung so 
peacefoUy over the quiet, darkening world. 

Lilian paused at the top of the hill; her eye 
rested loyingly on the grey church beneath, and on 
the silent churchyard, where her father and mother, 
with some of their infant children, slumbered side by 
side. Kezt Sunday she would be fax away ; and the 
tears rose unbidden, as she thought of her old home 
forsaken, her old and tried friends no longer by her 
side. But Basil, he for whom she was willing to 
break all the tender ties of her youth, he would be 
by her side, he would be always with her, her guide, 
her protector, her best and nearest Mend. 

Slowly she turned along the lane, and reached 
Alice's cottage. Alice lay as usual on her couch by 
the fire; the lamp was not lighted, and she was 
gazing at the silvery stars, as one by one they shone 
out in the pure ether above. 

"Dear, dear Lilian!" she said, "how kind of 
you. You have come to have a last quiet talk.*' 

" Yes, Alice. I thought there would be so many 
things to do to-morrow ; and Tuesday, you know, — 
Tuesday is to be the day." 

" Yes, yes, I know. God bless you, Lilian ; may 
He make you very, very happy. You look rather 
sad ; you do not repent ? " 
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"Eepentl Oh no, Alice. I know I bIuJI be 
happy ; for, after Tuesday morning, Basil's path and 
mine will be one. I can never know sorrow with 
him ; never suffer while he loves me as he loves me 
now ! " 

** Lilian," said Alice, thoughtfully, "do you 
know I think of many things that would never, 
perhaps, occur to any one who was well ,and able to 
be about ; and I am o&aid it is not good to rest one's 
peace, one's inmost self, on any mortal creature* It 
seems to me that any one without trust in God is 
just like a ship on a deceitM sea; as the earth 
would be, if gravitation were to cease ; as the planets 
would be, if their laws of motion were suddenly 
suspended." 

" But I do trust in God, Alice dear. I am not a 
heathen : all Christian people trust in God, do they 
not?" 

** All Christian people do, undoubtedly ; but oh, 
Lilian, how hard it is to be a Christian ! It is, 1 
am sure, the hardest thing that is not impossible. 
One has need of so much faith, so much patience ! " 

" Poor Alice ! " said Lilian, tenderly. " It must 
indeed require patience to bear so much weakness 
and pain ; to see others entering on a life of happi- 
ness, and know that no such change can await your- 
self." 

" I was not thinking of myself, Lilian. I am 
sheltered here from many trials and temptations that 
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Ijieset others, whose lot seems biilliant compared with 
mine. I have many comforts in my quiet hours that 
no one knows of; and then I know there will come 
a time when all this trouble will cease. This poor 
body will wear out some day, and then the spirit 
that cannot die will be clothed afresh, and dwell 
with its Father and King for ever. Ah ! it is not I 
who need so much patience, so much trust, such un- 
wavering hope. It is in the world, in the great 
struggle that must be carried on through life, that 
Mth and patience is so much needed. Lilian, you 
must pray for it ; you will need it." 

*^ Alice, you talk to me as if I were about to enter 
upon a world of misery and pain ; your words would 
better suit a pale, careworn child of sorrow, who 
longs for the rest and quiet of the cloister, than a 
young bride of nineteen, who is giving her hand and 
her heart to the man she would have chosen had she 
been able to select from the whole universe. "Why 
do you talk of patience ? With Basil by my side 
what evil can befell me ?" 

''Dear Lilian, Basil is not omnipotent ; but I do 
not wish to sadden you to-night. I do trust you 
will be very happy. May God make you so, both 
you and your Basil. May Gtod Almighty bless you 
both, and make you happy everlastingly." 

''Amen," said Lilian, solemnly. "I can say 
Amen to that prayer most earnestly. Alice, dear, 
I wish I were as good as you are ! " 
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" A poor wish, Lilian ; but may you be as happy 
in your pleasant path in the world as I am in my 
lonely chamber." 

"How did you learn to be happy, Alice? I 
remember when you were always fretting. Who 
taught you the secret of perpetual peace and 
content?" 

Alice drew forth her little Bible. "No one 
taught me," she said, " at least no one on earth. I 
learnt it here. And, Lilian, I will give you this 
Bible; it seems a poor wedding-giffc, but it is 
really worth more than all the jewels in the world. 
Some day you may feel care-laden and weary, and 
then you, too, may learn the secret." 

Lilian took the Bible, and kissed it fervently. It 
was time to go, and she took leave of her 'Mend 
with a strange yearning for the calm that reigned 
on the white brow and in ther patient heart of her 
whose earthly hopes had long ago faded never more 
to revive. She went her way homeward by the 
silvery sweeping river, watching its swifb current, 
remembering how its bright waves were borne to the 
great sea ; and dimly picturing how like to a stream 
was mortal life, that sped on and on, never turning 
back, but reaching at last the great ocean of 
Eternity. 

She knew that on the shores of that boundless sea 
were eternal joy and pleasure for evermore. In her 
hand she held a chart, a way-book, that would lead 
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her safe tliere— eren Alice's little pocket Bible ; but 
her eyes were blinded, and die saw not yet the 
celestial road. Alice's battle had been with pain» 
and solitude, and irritabOity. Lilian's scene of 
conflict was to be the great world of erery-day 
life. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE HONErMOOW. 

** Harmonious union must for ever cease 
If once contention break the band of peace ; 
Abhor beginnings, always dread the worst; 
Admit a doubt, and your completely curs'd. 
Nor vice alone— e*en/otJ/e5 may destroy 
Domestic peace, and taint the nuptial joy.'' 

Hannah More. 

Ten weeks had pajssed since Lilian Grey bade adieu 
to Alice Eayner ; since, in the Sabbath calm of the 
sweet spring evening, she had stood watching the 
swift cnrrent of the river Brough, half thinMng of its 
impetuous course from its cradle in the western hills 
to the smooth meadow-lands -beyond the town, and 
further on to the deep, deep sea, twenty miles away, 
an half wondering whether the stream of her life 
would flow in such varied and uninterrupted 
channels. 

Her wedding-day was alternately fine and showery. 
!N'ow, the sun shone out in as clear a sky as ever 
arched its glorious dome over this world of flowers 
and thorns ; and now the bright beams faded, and 
darkness gathered over the landscape's vernal loveli- 
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ness ; and tlien the clouds rolled away, and the soft, 
golden rain fell like a veritable Daneean shower on 
the green, grateM earth. 

Lilian had hoped for a day of nndeasing, cloudless 
sunshine. The showers disquieted her ; she had a 
superstitious notion that the atmospheric complexion 
of one's marriage-day is an unerring index to the 
wedded life which is to follow. Elizabeth cared 
nothing about the weather after the bridal jtarty 
returned from church; no finery was spoiled, only 
Eleanor allowed her delicate lilac silk to brush 
against the long, dripping grass as she crossed the 
churchyard; and the elder sister, who had no 
fancies, and never encouraged them in others, strove 
to combat Lilian's nervous apprehensions, and very 
sensibly remarked, that those who had an objection 
to a chequered state of weather on their wedding- 
day should certainly eschew April as the time of its 
celebration. 

Eleanor thought little of the sunshine, or of the 
sRower, She believed that Lilian was that day to 
take out a perpetual patent for unimpeachable 
happiness. Her sister's marriage seemed to her the 
most fortunate and promising of human events. She 
had neither. Elizabeth's sober, sensible, tranquil 
mind, nor Lilian's poetic tendencies and passionate 
yearnings after the purest and noblest kind of terres- 
trial enjoyment. 

To teU the truth, Eleanor had more of the world 
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in her young heart than any one conld haye imagined. 
8he was ambitious ; she had no idea of dreaming out 
her existence in the sleepy little town of Kirby- 
Brough; she wanted to be distinguished, and she 
counted upon Lilian's marriage as a stepping-stone 
in her uncertain way to fame and fashion. 

She always wanted to lead. She was not unkind, 
but domineering was inherent in her nature ; and 
she seldom paused to consider the probable results of 
any word or action, which, at the moment, seemed 
essential to the gratification of her passion for power. 

Such were the two sisters whom Lilian left in 
"the old house at home." Susan, more properly 
called Susie, was quite a child, and the boys were 
an average specimen of their age and sex. I dwell 
more upon Eleanor's character oad temperament, 
because in after days the current of her life and 
Lilian's were strikingly and painfally intermingled. 

It was the evening of a beautifiil midsummer-day. 
Lilian and her husband were leisurely returning 
from their afternoon's walk along the St. Cross 
Meadows, for they were spending several days at 
"Winchester previous to setting out finally for Hope- 
lands, which was not more than sixty miles distant. 
Lilian was very tired, for they had been rambling 
on St. Catherine's Hill, crossing the Shawford 
Downs, and were now retracing their way beneath 
the shady trees which stud the park-like meadow- 
lands of the ancient hospital of St. Cross. 
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Kow and then the winding path came ^nite dose 
to the Itchin, and Basil stooped once or twice to 
plnck some wild flowers which grew on its bonks. 

He presented them to Lilian, who loved wild 
flowers better than cnltivated ones, bnt of their 
names and habits she knew nothing ; and this rather 
annoyed Basil, who had been accustomed from child- 
hood to take long botanical rambles with his sisters. 

Some beautiful forget-me-nots grew on a little 
boggy islet not far distant from the bank. 

" Oh, Basil ! " cried Lilian, " look at those lovely 
little flowers ! Can you not gather them for me ? I 
would rather have them than all the turquoises in 
the world." 

"Gather them, indeed," replied Basil, with a 
tone that seemed to imply he thought her request a 
most unreasonable one, but with a glance that showed 
he was willing to essay the passage of the Hellespont, 
if only the Hellespont were there, instead of the 
little fussy, brawling Itchin, and if Lilian herself 
desired her own true knight to accomplish the feat. 

** Gather them ! why not ? I could leap the space 
myself. I have done greater things on the Brough 
at home ; but I suppose it does not comport with my 
dignity as a manied woman to run and jump like an 
enfranchised school-girl. But, Basil, I must have 
the forget-me-nots." 

" If there were any footing on that tiny islet," 
said the young man, poking across the water with 
c 
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his walking-stick, " but really, Lilian, it looks like 
a black sponge. 'There is no fear of being drowned ; 
but, like you, I hesitate on a point of dignity. It 
is certainly unbecoming in a married man to get 
ducked in a muddy stream like an unscrupulous 
school-boy." 

"Kever mind, then," said Lilian, rather quickly. 
She knew she was most foolish, most irrational ; but 
she certainly felt annoyed at her husband's hesita- 
tion. It was the first time her expressed — nay, her 
implied — wish had not been instantaneously ^d 
proudly accorded. She turned away in the direction 
of the grey pile, that half obscured by the stately 
trees was very near at hand. 

In the solemn evening light the ancient church 
and its dim cloisters, the high square tower, and the 
gothic hall looked so calm and reverend, that for the 
moment her impetuous displeasure was stayed. 

There was something in the silent hoary towers of 
St. Cross that appealed to her better feelings — 
rather, something that seemed to appeal ; for, after 
all, the most hallowed associations are little to be 
relied on where there is no strong and abiding root 
of principle — simple Christian principle^ in. the 
human soul, that is tossed upon the waves, and ebbs 
and flows with the life-current of this troublous 
world. 

Howbeit, at this moment^ the glorious red flush 
on the old walls, and the peaceftd aspect of the 
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quiet meadows seemed to reflect somewhat of their 
sweet calm back on her perturbed spirit. The petu- 
lancy, the regret, the impression made by the hour 
and the scene came and went in less than a minute 
and a half, and Lilian turned again to Basil, who 
was measuring his distance. 

"K"o, Basil, dear," she said gently, **you must 
not go on my foolish errand. There is no fear of a 
repetition of the flower's legend ; the river is neither 
deep nor rapid, but I cannot let you incur the risk 
of a plunge-bath for a mere whim of mine.*' 

But Basil had seen the beautiful face turn away 
with a cloud on its expressive loveliness. He had 
seen the rosy lips quiver, and then contract a little ; 
and he had not seen the passing of the mist, and the 
contrition of heart for the momentary and childish 
ebullition of impatience. So he heeded not the 
quiet words of dissuasion, but, falling back a little, 
prepared to spring. He was light and active, and 
found himself immediately on the desired spot. The 
flowers were quickly gathered, and splendid speci- 
mens they were ; but Basil's return was not at all 
triumphant. The ground of the little islet was, as 
he said, altogether spongy, and it quaked under his 
elastic footstep as he made ready to leap ashore. 

He felt his feet almost sliding from under him, 

and he made a desperate effort to attain the bank, 

but in vain ; he found himself, not on the smooth 

green sward, where Lilian awaited him, but in the 

c 2 
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water, which was much deeper than^ they had ima- 
gined. There was no danger ; eyen Lilian was not 
frightened, but she felt considerably dismayed. She 
hurried to the brink, and stretched out her little 
white hand for her husband's benefit, bewailing 
both audibly and inaudibly the pertinacity with 
which she had demanded the flowers. 

He did not take it ; x>erhaps he thought so frail a 
support worse than none, and in another minute he 
was safely landed, but dripping wet, bemired and 
splashed, and his feet entaJigled with long tendrils 
of weeds that grew at the bottom of the stream. 

His hat, too, was swimming merrily down the 
current, and it needed no small degree of skill and 
patience to extricate it from its unwonted position. 
Basil was certainly out of temper ; and when we take 
into account the guise in which he was compelled to 
walk to his lodgings, the chill which is inseparable 
from a sudden immersion in cold water, and the 
annoyance which a young man feels when he has 
been placed in a ridiculous position, a slight degree 
of crossness is not to be considered marvellous. 

The cloud would probably have passed before he 
had walked many yards, if, in getting over a stile, 
an unfortunate impetus had not been given to Lilian's 
risible nerves. He looked so grave, and at the same 
time so absurd, as he stood assisting her with all due 
decorum over the stile, holding in his left hand the 
saturated hat, which had looked so black and glossy 
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when they set out on their walk, that Lilian, after 
an ineffectual struggle, burst into such a fit of 
laughing as had not attacked her since her school- 
days. 

Basil looked his surprise, and, after a moment or 
two, his displeasure. He saw no cause for merri- 
ment, and Lilian's innocent, but perhaps ill-timed, 
mirth annoyed him almost beyond the possibility of 
control. 

" What amuses you, Lilian ? " he said, at length, 
as drily as possible. 

'' Amuses me ? Oh, Basil ! '' and Lilian began 
again on a fresh score, and laughed till she was 
quite exhausted. 

She saw at length that her risibility displeased 
him, and she tried to compose herself. She dared 
not speak, for the demon of laughter once excited 
was in her case very difficult to queU. When she 
tried to say something about his walking quickly to 
avoid taking cold, her voice trembled and quivprcd 
so that she was obliged to leave her hopes and 
wishes only half expressed. 

They reached their lodgings at last, and Basil, 
without a word, of comment, withdrew to change his 
clothes. Lilian was vexed at herself, at her irrita 
bility, which was more apparent than she had 
intended it to be, and at her foolish want of control. 
Yes ; she, Lilian Hope, a wife of ten weeks' experi- 
ence, had been pouting like a sulky baby, and laugh- 
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ing like a foolish under-bred child ! "I have no 
patience with myself," she said; ^'I am not Lilian 
Grey now, with only my sisters to please, and the good 
people of Kirby-Brongh to encounter ; I am a mauled 
woman, with a position to maintain and a husband 
to please." And she went on lecturing and scolding 
herself at a fine rate, till she was very uncomfortably 
reminded of her duties as a- married woman. 

Tired and vexed, and rather heated, she had been 
sitting by the open window, without thinking of re- 
moving her walking habiliments, and, worse still, 
without a thought of inquiry for the tea-things. 
Lilian had very dim ideas of housekeeping : Eliza- 
beth, aided by Aunt . Dorothy, had supplied every 
deficiency at home, and she constantly found herself 
forgetting that eating and drinking cannot be com- 
fortably carried on without some degree of fore- 
thought and management, and if she did remember 
to call up the obsequious landlady without a hint 
from Basil, and give the requisite orders for dinner, 
she was sure to make scime dismal blimder at tea- 
time, either putting in too much or too little tea, 
sometimes omitting the refreshing herb altogether, 
and then looking in comical dismay at the aqua pura 
that rapidly dissolved the lumps of sugar she had 
just, with due matronly importance, deposited in the 
tea-cups. Sometimes the kettle boiled unheeded, 
and Lilian totally forgot to add water to the tea, or, 
worse still, she lost her keys, and the caddy had to 
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be forced open, and the marmalade to be dispensed 
with altogether. 

But so far, Basil had never been angry. He had 
laughed at her mistakes, kissed her for her neglect, 
and privately rejoiced that his darling Lilian was td 
have six months* education in her wifely duties at 
Hopelands, where his mother and his sister Kary 
were famed for their superior menage. So far, Lilian 
had never in secret deplored her dear Basil's attach- 
ment to creature comforts. She had never moralised, 
in a lady-like, feminine way, upon the crying weak- 
ness of the lords of creation, who unquestionably 
care a great deal more about a well-spread and 
liioroughly-served table than most of the opposite 
sex. This evening she was to be taught one of 
those lessons which frequently fall to the lot of 
young wives when they are not domestically inclined. 

Basil came down resolved not to be angry with 
his wife any more, but at the same time composing 
a suitable exordium, to be addressed to her at a 
fitting season, on the impropriety and objectionable- 
ness of unrepressed laughter, and he opened the 
door fully disposed to be magnanimous and to enjoy 
his tea. 

Alas ! there was no sign of tea. Lilian, with her 
bonnet in her hand, and her mantle slipping from 
her shoulders, sat where he had left her a quarter of 
an hour before. He said nothing, but walked tq this 
window and shut it with rather more noise than was 
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essential ; then he rang the bell so violently that the 
landlady herself replied to the emphatic appeal, half 
expecting her aid to be required on behalf of Mrs. 
Hope, who might be faint after her long walk in the 
country, 

<* Tea immediately ; and this litter cleared away " 
-^pointing to the remains of a dessert of strawberries 
— said Mr. Hope, in the tone of one who would jiot 
be. trifled with. 

Mrs. Glossop obeyed the imperious mandate, and 
Lilian flew to her chamber and presented herself 
again in the drawing-room in less time than she 
usually occupied for taking off her gloves. 

She infused the tea immediately ; but either the 
quantity vma insufficient, or the water did not boil, 
for the inebriating draught thus produced was any- 
thing but agreeable. Basil did not complain, but he 
was silent, and looked displeased. When the tea- 
things were cleared away, and the candles brought, 
Lilian began to unlock her writing-case. 

** What are you going to do ? " asked Basil, break- 
ing the silence. 

^' I am going to flnish my letter to Elizabeth ; it 
can go by the early post in the morning." 

*' Really you spend every spare moment in writing 
to Kirby-Brough. I wish you would go to bed now ; 
I cannot have you looking pale and wearied to- 
morrow, when we reach Hopelands." 

" I am not tired ; I do not wish to go to bed yet,*' 
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said Lilian, who rebelled against Basil's tone more 
than his words. 

** I shall be mortified if I have to present you to 
my mother and sisters, looking jaded and worn from 
fatigue and want of repose." 

A voice within said to Lilian, " Yield, yield ; it 
is your womanly heritage ; " but she put away the 
better impulse, which would have made her close 
her writing-case, and prepare for bed in a cheerful 
spirit, and she answered coolly^ "I have only the 
conclusion ; I prefer writing to-night. But pray go 
to bed yourself. I seo you are wearied; do not 
wait for me." 

" I do not wish to be disturbed ; therefore I will 
wait, if you please," returned Basil, coldly. 

Lilian wrote on. She felt tired herself, and she 
had no interest in her occupation ; but she did not 
choose to lay aside her pen, lest Basil should think 
she was conquered. And so she went on, writing 
she scarcely knew what to Elizabeth, till having, 
as she imagined, fuUy displayed her firmness, she 
folded her letter, directed and stamped it ready for 
the morning. 

When she took up the chamber-candle, Basil rose 
too, and went to his dressing-room. He seemed very 
much annoyed, and Lilian wished he would only 
scold her ; anything was better than this silence. 

The summer morning was breaking before Lilian 
fell asleep. A series of trifles — common trifle — ^had 
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disturbed her peace, and her husband's also ; but she 
remembered that ^' trifles make the sum of human 
things," and she felt vaguely apprehensive. 

She satisfied herself, at least, by firmly resolving 
that it should not happen again — ^though what it 
was that should not happen again, she did not very 
clearly determine. She fell asleep with an uncom- 
fortable consciousness that the first shadow had 
risen up between her and the husband whom she 
so passionately loved. 

Ah, that jvtit aJiadofjo! That hovering shade! 
How, as time roUs on, it gathers blackness till all is 
darkness and misery I till there is cold, silent night, 
where there ought to be warm, living sunshine, and 
unbroken communion of heart and soul ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

HOPELOTDS. 

** The stately homes of England, 

Howbeautifal the^ stand 
Amidst thor tall ancestral trees 

O'er all the pleasant land ! 
The deer across their green sward bound, 

Through shade and sunny gleam. 
And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream.**— Mbs. Uxmams. 

'^LooKy Lilian! that is Hopelands!" said Basil 
Hope, on the following afternoon, as their horses 
stopped to rest on the summit of a long and tedious 
hill. 

Lilian looked up. Her eye glanced quickly over 
the rugg^ descent their carriage had stiU to tra- 
verse, to a rich undulating country heyond. Rivers, 
woods, broad sweeps of green, sunny meadow-land ; 
picturesque hamlets nestling under the shade of fir- 
clad slopes; vast clumps of glorious forest-trees; 
fields of waving com, and tangled dells suggestive 
of waterfalls, and cool, mossy grots, made up the 
magnificent landscape to which her attention was 
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called. Her face brightened exceedingly as the 
lovely prospect met her view. 

'*0h, Basil, how exquisite! and we are to live 
here ! '' she exclaimed. ^' This is a thousand times 
better than Kirby-Brough ! " 

" My dear Lilian, once for all, never think of 
comparing Kirby-Brough with Hopelands and its 
neighbourhood; nothing would annoy my mother 
and sisters more than such a coinparison ! " 

** But, my dear Basil, as far as externals are con- 
cerned, the comparison must be vastly in favour of 
Hopelands ; it is so natural thaf I should compare 
my new home with the one I have just left. How 
I wish Elizabeth and Eleanor were here to see this 
view ! I suppose, Basil, there will be no chance' of 
my inviting them till we .have an establishment of 
our own ? " 

** Certainly not ; my mother has an insuperable 
aversion to multiplying family connections ; she 
never asks any one to Hopelands who is not in her 
own set.'* 

There was something in both Basil's last speeches 
annoying to the young wife. She had begun to 
fancy lately that he did not care to talk about 
Kirby-Brough, or to encourage her to talk about it 
either ; and now this allusion to Mrs. Hope's "set" 
led to cogitations of an uncomfortable character. 

She wisely, however, kept her misgivings to her- 
self, and asked Basil where Hopelands actually lay. 
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*' Do you see that piece of red rock crowned with < 
firs ?" he asked with animation. 

" Yes, perfectly ; it rises up from that crescent- 
shaped meadow, where there are such heautiful 
trees." 

**liVell, carry your eye along the stream that 
hounds that meadow, till far away it reaches a wild 
district of hrushwood; all that, on hoth sides of the 
water, as far as you can see, belongs to Hopelonds. 
You can catch the chimneys of the house peeping 
ovfer that little wood to the right ; and — ^yes, look 
this minute ; there is the eastern gable, where the 
swallows' nests are that I told you of." 

Lilian looked with as eager an interest as her 
husband desired. How often he had described to 
her the scene she now beheld ! and how faithfully, 
her own gratified glances bore witness. Yes ! they 
were at the bottom of the hill now, ^d they were 
rolling swiftly along an umbrageous lane, almost 
carpeted with smooth, green turf, and sliut in by 
bowery hedges, where wild roses of every species, 
luscious honeysuckles, and tall purple foxgloves 
rivalled the cultured children of the garden and 
greenhouse. 

Along that lane Basil always had returned home 
for the holidays; along that green, flowery lane 
he had rambled with his sisters and their governess 
in his more juvenile days; and now, as he had 
often pictured, when they two were wandering on 
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the banks of the Brough, or watching the sunset 
from Kirby Moor — ^now he was bringing home his 
bride to his ancestral dwelling-place ; for the Hopes 
of Hopelarids had held aU that country-side for 
many a century, with one short interregnum, when 
they had been summarily ejected for their attach- 
ment to the unpopular dynasty of the Stuarts. 

But the Kestoration set everything to rights as 
far as the Hopes were concerned ; they returned to 
their ancient possessions, richer and more powerful 
than ever ; and firmly resolved never to receive the 
patent of nobility which the ** merry monarch," or 
rather his sagacious advisers, would fain have con- 
ferred upon them. 

Lilian began to feel very nervous, for Basil an- 
nounced that the lodge was close at hand. Even 
as he spoke, the road took a sudden turn, and the 
carriage swept round to the open gates which led 
into a long majestic avenue of elms. Lilian had a 
foolish fancy that the family, or at least the young 
ladies, or certainly Basil^s favourite sister, Harriet, 
would meet them at this lodge; but no one was 
present, save a very old woman, who stood at the 
little garden- wicket of the porter's domain, drop- 
ping curtsies in rapid succession, and several little 
children, too shy to make their appearance, who 
peeped from the window at Mr. Basil's new lady. 
The old lady wore a gown of great amplitude and 
wonderful stiffiuess, so that every time she curtsied, 
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the skirt of her garment swelled round her like a 
balloon, in the way which school-girls are wont to 
describe as ** cheeses." Lilian perfectly remembered 
this ; it was not so Tery long since she and Meaner 
had astonished the yonng ladies of Miss Macduff's 
seminary, at their breaking-up party, by making 
unparalleled cheeses in their new silk dresses, and 
the sight of the grave, wrinkled granddam perform- 
ing the same feat once more ronsed Lilian's risible 
propensities. 

Basil was serionsly annoyed. He himself was far 
more nervous than his bride ; she little knew the 
storm of opposition, the sweeping censures, and the 
unqualified contempt her marriage had called forth ; 
she little guessed with what pains and perseverance 
Basil had succeeded in wringing from his parents 
a tardy, reluctant consent to his objectionable union 
with *Hhe half-bred, half-educated daughter of a 
vulgar Yorkshire clothier." 

Most indignantly he had exclaimed against the 
illiberal harshness of his mother and sisters; most 
strenuously he had declared that her extraordinary 
beauty, her grace, and her fascinating manners 
would make her the pride and glory of Hopelands. 
Now he was about to justify his choice ; to present 
to his proud, exclusive mother, and his consequential 
sisters, the bride for whose sake he had declared he 
would live in perpetual celibacy if defrauded of her 
hand. He knew the eagle eyes that would be upon 
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every moyement; the critical ears that would be 
open to every word; the prejudicial observation 
with which Lilian's every action would be minutely 
scanned. The long blissful dream was over. He 
and his beautiful Lilian had been all in all to each 
other since the day of their marriage. Till the 
evening before, no shadow had crossed their golden 
sunny pathway ; now they were to live in the world 
once more, to join the great human family, to think 
of conventionalities, to conform to rules, and to 
make themselves acceptable to those who had it in 
their power so greatly to mar or brighten their 
prospects. ' 

He looked anxiously at Lilian. Was she really 
so very, very beautiftd? Yes! he felt satisfied 
there ; the fair critics could not impeach his taste ; 
but then her manners, her cultivation ! Many times 
during the last ten weeks he had referred to things, 
and persons, whom it was customary to discuss in 
the home-circle at Hopelands, but of which LiKan 
was ignorant. And this uncontrolled laughter! 
Could there be anything more tiresome ? . True, 
Lilian's laughter, however excessive, was low and 
silvery ; but still it was not in the fitness of things 
to give way to such irrepressible demonstrations of 
feeling, especially in a family where both crying and 
laughing were almost proscribed. 

Basil forgot how thoroughly he had enjoyed the 
merry, unpretending circle in Lilian's old home; 
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haw entizely he had entered into their mirth; how 
he had lored to hear Lilian's sweet musical peals of 
lfliigiif/»r when there were no censors present to vote 
it nnheooming and plebeian. 

She saw how grave he was looking, and she 
£mcied perhaps he thought she was laughing at him 
again, so she hastened to explain the cause of her 
merriment. Worse and worse ! The idea of Mrs. 
Basil Hope making ''cheeses" in ICrs. Macduff's 
.cmnium gaih^rum school-room, only as &r back as 
Ohzistmas ! If Lilian made such revelations to her 
new funily, it was certain they would vote her a 
hoyden. His carefnlly educated sisters, Mary, The- 
resa, Oliyia, and Harriet, would as soon think, or 
have thought, of going into the dairy, and mftViTig 
veritable cheeses of milk and rennet And then this 
laughter — ^why the old walls of Hopelands would 
ling again ! and — and, oh dear ! no one but himself 
eonid calculate the long train of disagreeables which 
must certainly follow. However, it was no time to 
lecture now — he hated to vex Lilian^; beaodes, he 
might make her shy and awkward, and Airther still, 
he was not quite sure about her temper. 

Presently the house came in view — ^a large, sober 
£unily mansion, rebuilt in the youth of the present 
proprietor — ^that is to say, a portion of it had been 
rebuilt, for some part of the ancient edifice, which 
was obscured from general view, still existed in its 
pristine grandeur and gloom. The carriage swept 
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np to the stately portico. Where were the oflten ? 
Where the mother, waiting to bless and welcome to 
her heart the bride of her only son ? Echo answered 
*' where," as Basil led his wife into the wide solemn- 
looking hall, and told her that one day she wonld be 
mistress of this, her new home. 

Home ! It did not look mncb like home. She 
thought what it wonld be when some day (George or 
John brought home his wife to Kirby-Brough. Not 
much resembling her reception, that was certain. 
Then the marble floor, the grim portraits on the 
dark walls, the wide staircase, and the rich sombre 
light, which streamed in through vary-coloured 
glass; how unlike the narrow entrauce with its 
strip of oil-cloth, and its two parlours opening 
on each side, and its steep oak-painted staircase 
beyond ! 

Basil began to feel ftirious. "Where is your 
mistress ? where are the young ladies ? where is my 
father?" be asked excitedly of one of the sleek 
servants who had come forward to marshal the 
luggage in safety into the house. 

" My master is at Whitcombe, Mr. Basil ; he will 
return to dinner. My mistress, and Miss Hope, and 
Miss Harriet are gone out in the carriage. Miss 
Theresa is at the school, and Miss Olivia, I believe, 
is in her own apartment," said the obsequious do- 
mestio, bowing very low at the conclusion of his 
speech. '* Shall I desire Mrs. Harrop to inform 
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Hiss Olivia that Mr. and Mrs. Baal Hope haye 
axiived ? " 

"Yes, this moment; tell Harrop to go this 
minnte! This way, Lilian, my love; throw that 
shawl down; the women will see to your things. 
This way, my dear. How very unfortunate that 
they should be out I " 

So Lilian thought, in one point of view ; but as to 
her personal feelings, she thought it would be rather 
a relief to encounter a single member of her husband's 
family, before she was presented to the whole group. 
Basil led her across the hall, along an arched corridor, 
till he came to a certain well-known door. 

" This is the morning-room, Lilian ! " he said, as 
he installed her on the sofa, and rang the bell to 
enlighten Mrs. Harrop as to the direction in which 
her young lady would have to steer. 

Lilian looked timidly round. Everything was so 
fSar beyond her previous ideas. She had fancied 
Hopelands being like Cranboume-house, where Sir 
John Metcalf, Knt., and his lady lived, about five 
miles from Kirby-Brough. Poor Lilian had neither 
Elizabeth's invaluable composure, nor Eleanor's tact 
and insouciance, so she felt very nervous and weary, 
while she expected the advent of her sister-in-law, 
and answered her husband's anxious inquiries at 
random. 

At length, just as Basil's Mgets were becoming 
mibearable, and Lilian's paleness and gravity had 
1)2 
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reached their climax, the door opened, and a young 
lady of rather diminutiye stature made her appear- 
ance. 

«My dear Basil!" said the graceful hrunette; 
and she received a fraternal embrace with great 
meekness and submission — ''how long have yon 
heen here ? Do you know papa is at 'Whitcombe ? 
Did you see anything of mamma on the road ? Is 
this MxB, Basil Hope? Are you tired? Did you 
take luncheon at the Eedcross-station ? " 

" My dear Olivia," replied Basil, " you have cer- 
tainly become the patron of a querists' society since 
you and I parted ; but hefore I give myself to the 
difiPusion of useful knowledge, allow me to introduce 
my wife. Lilian, my love, this is Olivia, my third 
sister. Qlivia, allow me to introduce to you your 
new sister, Lilian Hope." 

Olivia extended her small slender fingers, and 
curtsied with a better grace than the old woman at 
the lodge; but Lilian fancied with less amicable 
intentions. 

" I wish," said Basil," you would take my wife 
to her own room ; the day has been so dusty and hot, 
I am sure she is anxious to attend to her toilet." 

Olivia hesitated whether she should go herself, or 
depute Mrs. Hairop to do the honours of Lilian's 
dressing-room, but a glance £rom her brother decided 
her; and besides, she thought it would be very 
entertaining to have the bride all to herself, and to 
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find out what she was like before the rest of the 
feimly could have an opportunity. 

So she led the way up the broad staircase, and 
through galleries and passages, till Lilian began to 
fear she should never find her way back again. 

The room into which she was ushered would have 
contained every chamber in the house at Kirby- 
Brough. Lilian felt like an atom, and very uncom- 
fortable atom, too. ** There will be just time ta 
dress before dinner," said Olivia. '^I hear the 
oarriage ; mamma is come back, and the dressing- 
beU will ring in two minutes. Shall I send some 
one to assist you ? " 

" Yes, please," said Lilian, almost piteously, for 
she felt nearly desperate. She did not dare to help 
herself: she would thankfully have unpacked the 
requisite articles, and attended to her own toilet, but 
she thought it would not do. Basil had desired her 
never to do anything that his sisters did not do ; and 
she was pretty sure Miss Olivia would as soon have 
thought of making a trunk as of unpacking it. 
"What if she were too late ? what if she could not 
manage her hair ? 

Olivia hastened away when the dressing-beU rang ; 
it was later than she thought, and she was obliged 
to forego her intention of investigating the state of 
Lilian's mind and morals for the present. 

Basil had a short confabulation with his mother, 
who seemed more dignified than ever. He was pro- 



38 THB wife's trials. 

oeeding to his own room by a back way, wbich he 
bad acciutomed bunaelf to take when a boy ; just as 
be reached the door which led to his mother's apart- 
ment he heard congregated voices. Hie stopped, for 
his own name struck his ear, and then he heard 
OliTia say — '' A regnlar school-girl^ stopid and shy, 
bnt very pretty, certainly; still a mere conntry 
beanty, qnite nninformed, and, I should think, not 
at all educated!" 

Basil bit his lips, and went his way to Lilian's 
dressiag-roomi in a state of feud with his dever 
rister OliTia. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

GATHESIire CLOUDS. 

'^ Then we dipt in an 
That tieatB of whatsoever is ; the state, 
The total chronicles of man, the mind. 
The morals, something of the frame, the rock, 
The star, the bird, the fish, the shell, the flower. 
Electric, chemic laws, and all the rest. 
And whatsoever can be taught and known," 

Tbnntson. 

Tee long foimal dinner came at last to a conclusion, 
the dessert was dnly dismissed, and Mrs. Hope gave 
the ladies' signal, by telegraphing to her eldest 
daughter, and rising with elaborate dignity from 
the head of the table. Basil and his father were 
left oyer the wine. Lilian cast a monmfdl glance 
on her husband, as she prepared to follow her 
mother-in-law to the drawing-room; she remem« 
bered waiting many years ago for the dentist ; she 
recalled the eve of a long-past school-examination, 
when she and the cleverest girl in the establishment 
were contesting the prize, and her sensations on 
those momentous occasions were certainly veiy 
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similar to those which she now experienced. She 
scarcely knew what she dreaded; hnt a vague 
apprehension of something disagreeahle lightened 
and oppressed her, as she crossed the stat^y hall, 
and entered the beantifdl room where she was at 
some fdtnre day to reign sole and nndispnted 
mistress. 

Basil had said little respecting his sisters, bnt his 
wife had gathered that Mary was wonderfdlly do- 
mestic and an excellent manager, her supereroga- 
tory services rendering the office of housekeeper 
almost a sinecure; that Theresa was eminently 
religious, much devoted to schools and inspections 
of cottages ; that Olivia was alarmingly scientific ; 
and that Harriet was the belle and beauty of the 
family. 

They were all talented and accomplished, quite 
above the general run of young ladies, and the 
Misses Hope of Hopelands were renowned through 
the county for their high-breeding, their remark- 
able attainments, and their fascinations in general. 
Lilian found herself in a pitfall at the very outset. 
A large circular glass-dish stood on one of the 
tables, and it was filled with wild flowers, most 
beautiMly arranged. 

""What lovely flowers!" she exclaimed, as she 
took her seat at the window where they were 
placed. 

Harriet was pleased at this spontaneous tribute to 
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ker taste and jndgixieiit, for it was she who had 
gathered and arranged them ; she drew her chair to 
Lilian's, and began to extol the beanty of the neigh- 
bourhood's floral productions, and, somehow, Lilian 
found herself talking quite comfortably to Harriet ; 
while Mrs. Hope sat cozilj on the sofa; Theresa 
made up the shoe-club accounts; and Mary and 
Olivia got into a tremendous discussion about the 
'* old red sandstone." It would have been weU for 
Lilian had the geological dispute lasted till tea- 
time ; as it was, the subject was quickly dismissed, 
and OUyia came to the pleasant recess, where Harriet 
and Lilian were stiU admiring and examining the 
lovely roses and the other wild flowers of the deU. 

" You are a lover of flowers, I perceive, Mrs. 
Basil," said Olivia, mercilessly depetaKsing a fine 
cluster of speedwell as she spoke. 

"Lideed I am," replied Lilian, warmly; "my 
sisters and I have always been so fond of collecting 
wild flowers ; we have many beautiful kinds in our 
neighbourhood ! " 

" You have the trollius," said Olivia, affirmatively. 
" I believe it is found only in the northern counties 
and in Wales. I have never yet been fortunate 
enough to secure a perfectly healthy specimen for 
my hortus steeus.'* 

"The trollius," said Lilian, musingly, "I do not 
think I know it." 

" The TroUim Ewropeus,^^ continued Olivia, " com- 
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numly called tlie Kofantam Globe Thfwet; very 
fearce ; flowen ia elerated woody places ; nther 
afG^^ a moist soil, aod tlie remote yicinity of irat» 
petals a beantifdl glossy yelloir, folded inwaids; 
class and order, according to Withermg, Fofyantkiaf 
Polygynia: under the natural STStem, ThakmflortB 
diyision ; family, Bflnuneulaeea. The aqnilegia, the 
delphinimn, the anemone, and others, yon know, are 
in the same family ! " 

Poor Lilian ! she felt fiEurly suffocated in science. 
If Miss Hope had spoken of the columbine and the 
larkspur, instead of the aqnilegia and the delphininm, 
there would have been something for her to lay hold 
of; but keeping, as she did, strictly to botanical 
names, the anemone was the only Mendly sound in 
the whole sentence. She did know and lore the 
pretty fragile wood anemones, and the very name 
brought back tender reminiscences of the bowery 
lane leading to Alice Eayner's cottage. 

<<Do you patronise the Linnaean or the natural 
system, Mrs. Basil ? " asked Olivia, in the careless 
tone of one who pre-supposes every rational man 
and woman to adhere to one or the other botanical 
system of classification. 

Lilian coloured a little, and then answered quietly, 
'' I am sorry to say I know nothing of either. I am 
Ignorant even of the rudiments of botany." 

"Is it possible?" interposed Mrs. Hope, waking 
up f^m her semi-dose among the sofa-cushions. 
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^' Basil is sncli a botanist, a perfect enthusiast in 
the science ; he always said his wife should be devoted 
to the same pnrsaits." 

" I am surprised ! " echoed Olivia. " Basil is so 
extremely learned about plants. He is quite an 
authority respecting the Cryptogama ; and I know 
no one who understands grasses as he does, unless it 
be his old Mend and lady-love, Fanny Charteris." 

" His old lady-love ! " Lilian did not raise her 
eyes from the fern-leaves she was pretending to 
examine, but she felt her cheeks flushing and fading, 
and she knew that curious glances were upon 
her. **Who is Miss Charteris?" she ventured at 
length to inquire, trying to look amused and un« 
concerned. 

" Our dearest Mend ! " replied Theresa. 

" The sweetw^ sweet creature ! " replied Harriet. 

'^ The most perfect of her sex and age ! " said 
Olivia, in a tone of mingled enthusiasm and sadness. 
'^ She is, as Theresa affirms, our dearest Mend. We 
have always looked upon her as a sister. She has 
shared all our studies, our plans, and our pursuits, 
and her refined and cultivated mind is enshrined in 
a person well worthy of so choice a treasure.'' 

" My beautiful Fanny ! " said Mrs. Hope, moum- 
fdlly, as if in soliloquy. " My gifted child ! My 
own fair blossoms are not dearer to me than my poor 
banished Fanny Charteris ! " 

Why was Miss Charteris banished ? That was a 
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q[iiefltiaiL Lflian did not daze to ask. She perfecOj 
comprehended all that was either expressed or sap- 
posed by Basil's mother and sisfcers. 

Seeing her take np a fine shell of the Oypraa 
genus, OliTia inquired if she were a conchologist, 
informing her for her satis&ction that Basil and 
Fanny Charteris had collected and arranged all the 
shells that were in the Indian cabinet in the moming- 
room« Then, as the rich snnlight tadedy and the 
first pale stars gleamed ont in the grey east — '' Had 
she given mnch time to astronomy ? ** 

Poor ignorant Lilian; she had once learned a 
compendium of astronomy in Hangnail's Questions, 
but she had long ago forgotten every word. And 
yet she loved to watch the bright suns of night, 
and the radiant planets come forth in the solemn 
silent sky. If she knew nothing of their relative 
positions, distances, &c., she was no unmoved be- 
holder of their thrilling far-off beauty. Many a 
night in the pleasant garden at Kirby-Brough, while 
Elizabeth was comfortably practising the mysteries 
of shirt-making, and Eleanor was firing her imagina- 
tion over the pages of a fifbh-rate novel, purporting 
to delineate fashionable life, Lilian walked alone, or 
sat in the rude arbour, which the ''boys" had built 
for her special benefit, gazing in unscientifio but 
loving wonder on the starry worlds on high. 

She thanked Longfellow in her heart for his grand 
idea that the stars are '' the thoughts of Qtod in the 
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lieayenfi." And she dwelt long and frequently on 
the poef 8 sweety oft-qnoted lines — 

** SUently, one by one, in the infinite meadoTvs of heayen. 
Blossomed the lovely stais; the foiget-me-notB of the angeb." 

She looked np to the qniet shining skies, and 
remembered that in the time of our fathers, and in 
the old time before them, the same lustrous orbs 
looked down upon a £ur but troublous world. She 
remembered that when the grand work of creation 
was finished, '^ all the morning stars sang together 
for joy ; " that the patriarchs walked out in the cool 
eyentide, and gazed on the same bright constella- 
tions; that God spake in that ancient time to his 
seryant Job of ''the sweet influences of Pleiades, 
and the bands of Orion; '^ that in the night joumey- 
ings of wandering Israel, amid the fastnesses of Sinai, 
by the banks of the typical Jordan, beneath the 
proud walls of the beleaguered cities of Canaan, the 
same shining host shone out in the deep blue Syrian 
aky. And her thoughts passed onwards to later, but 
still far distant times, when holier feet than the 
patriarchs' trod the hiUs of JudsBa, when the shores 
of Palestine echoed to strains more hallowed than 
the rapt utterance of the prophets of old time. Jesus 
of Nazareth, the Babe of Bethlehem, the Tempted 
in the desert-wilds, the Man of Sorrows, came to 
dwell awhile with sinful men ; and the stars saw 
the shepherds keeping their night-watch| and the 
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Magi wendiiig their way to the throne of the King 
whose kingdom was not of this world. They looked 
down on the yoong Child and his mother home into 
Egypt from the tyrant's ernel wrath; they shone 
orer peak and rock and cedar-ciowned height, when 
Jesos went np into a monntain to pray, and was 
there all night alone; they gleamed throng the 
mstling oliye-hranches on monrnful Crethsemane, 
and they kept their calm watch oyer the garden- 
tomb where the body of the Sayionr lay at rest 
.... Another century, and they saw the night- 
sky red with lurid flames ; the martyr on his conch 
of agony, the children of the Cmcifled One borne 
BwifUy to their happy home on the wheels of a fiery 
chariot. And still they shine on, one star differing 
from another star in glory, burning in the solemn 
midnight sky, till the day shall come ''when the 
stars from heaven downcast " shall " like red leaves 
be swept away." 

Such were Lilian's thoughts when she sat in the 
old home-garden at Kirby-Brough. Her nature, 
though intensely poetical, was little cultivated, and 
the tone of her n^nd was what is commonly called 
religious ; and if the religious life were nothing more 
than a succession of enthusiastic impulses, and sweet, 
dreamy, reverential musings, such a frame of cha- 
racter as Lilian's would certainly be the climax of 
piety. 

But her soul was in darkness yet ; and when she 
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thought of Uie sainted feet that trod the far-away 
Judieaii land, ages and ages ago, her emotions were 
BO deeper than when she read the stirring tale of 
the crosaders' chiyalric achieyements. 

A yagae idea that she, like the rest of mankind, 
was a sinner, and that Christ died for the fallen, 
embodied all her Christianity. She did not love 
TTim vhom she called Lord and Master ; she neyer 
felt her need of Him. So far, her heart had neyer 
ached with the yoid that comes sooner or later to all 
who place their chief joy in earthly hopes; who 
drink only from terrestial fountains ; who take for 
their strongest support a reed of mortality. 

"When she mused so sweetly on the bright shining 
stars, she could not say, with swelling heart and 
tearful eye, ^^ My Father made them all!" She 
could not soar beyond the glittering hosts to the 
land where there was no night. If she dreamed 
at all of heayen, it was as the abode of her departed 
parents, whither she too might go when a long 
happy life in this world was ended. 

She knew nothing of the inheritance of the children 
of the kingdom ; nothing of the struggle, the joy, the 
peace, or the warfare of the Christian life ! 

Presently Lilian was again roused from the reyeiie 
in which she would haye been thankful to indulge, 
by Theresa saying, <' I suppose, Mrs. Basil, you are 
£yangelical?" 

Eor want of a better answer Lilian replied, ^' Yes." 
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^^Becaiue," continued Theresa, ''I know Basil 
has staxmg objections to Tractarianism, and, on the 
other side, onr family, though strictly Evangelical, 
eschews anything like Low Ckurehl Mamma, Miss 
Sterenson has been telling me how very low the 
new rector of Bishop's-Coombe is." 

''Dreadfdlly low, I hear," responded Mrs. Hope. 
*' Well I we must hare nothing to do with him." 

^* I wonder they allow low men in the Church," 
said T.iliATi^ innocently ;**& clergyman should always 
be a gentleman ! " 

The young ladies concealed their amusement, but 
they continued the conyersation, and soon gathered 
that their sister-in-law was in no danger of annoying 
them with any opinions of another nature. 

She belieyed Boman Catholics were yery wicked, 
and Dissenters yery yulgar, and the State Church 
about right, though there was no knowing what the 
Establishment might come to if ^ men were per- 
mitted to receiye ordination. 

But Lilian grew yery weary as the eyening ad- 
vanced. She was tired both physically and mentally; 
her head ached, and she longed to be alone with 
her husband once more. He was still with his 
father ; and when the solemn serving-man went to 
summon the gentlemen to tea, he returned to say 
Mr. Hope and Mr. Basil were gone out, and the 
ladies were not to wait on any account. 

Harriet at length noticed poor Lilian's pale cheeks. 
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and BOggerted that peiiiaps Mtb. Basil would like to 
go to lier dieniiig-iooiii. Lilian Uurnkfully took 
i2ie o pportun ity to eeca;^ and, with a feeling of 
txqmatB zeiiei, due found henelf alone in the 
InznziooB i^ortanent devoted to her use. 

Elizabetii mi^ have eonmiented on its eztra- 
oidinaiy conveniencea. Eleanor would probably 
hare exalted over the costly b^auUne of Hie toilet- 
table ; and, at another time, Lilian woold not have 
been inaenflible to the splendonr aronnd her, still 
lesB to the beaaty withont, which the shades of the 
amnmer's nig^t could not conceal ; bat now, wearied 
and saddened, she sat by the window, resting her 
aching head on her hand, and half-wondering what 
it'Waa tiiat made her so onhappy. 

She never knew till that evening how very im- 
pezfiect waa her education. She was absolutely 
frightened at the amount of erudition displayed by 
Basil's sisters, and Basil himself. He had doubt- 
less been accustomed all his life to such devemess ; 
when the novelty of his new possession had worn 
away, he would weary of Hie companion he had 
chosen for Ufe. And Fanny Gharteris ! — ^Lilian )iad 
never heard her name before. No wonder, since 
she had once been more to Basil than any one. 
True, she herself was preferred to Miss Gharteris, 
but it pained her excessively to know that another 
had once been taken to Basil's heart ; and might he 
not at some fatoie time curse the infatuation of the 

B 
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hoar wbicli had led him to descend from his sphere, 
and unite himself witli a nmpley uncoltiTated 
ecfantrj belief 

She looked little lilce a heOe now, the poor lily 
of Kirby-Brongh, with her white cheeks, her heayy 
eyes, her loose nncnrled hair, and her drooping 
figure. And idiere was Basil? Why did he not 
come home ? Even as she imtably asked the use- 
less question, she saw him cross the terrace, and enter 
one of the lower rooms by a French window. He 
was in the house then ! The next moment he would 
come to see if she were seriously indisposed, to kiss 
the quirering lips, to smooth the heavy straightened 
tresses, to soothe the discomfited spirits of his bride. 
But minutes sped on, and no step like his trod th^ 
conidor ; she was left to loneliness and self-torture. 
Already he was beginning to tire of her. She sat 
long at the window, unconsciously watching the 
dusky landscape ; then, fearing lest he should come 
and find her still up, and think she had been waiting 
and wishing for him, she hurriedly undressed, and 
fiung herself, weary, angry, and dejected, ou her 
bed. 

Seyeral hours passed, and then Basil came. Lilian 
expected apologies, which she intended to meet with 
a cold silence, but none were spoken. "What, 
Lily ! " he cried, ** awake yet ! They told me you 
wore tired, and had the headache, so I thought you 
should hare a good long nap before there was e^ 
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diance of distarbing you. I am mrj yon went to 
bed ; we have bad a delightfdl evening ; Mary and 
Theresa haye been giying me 9uch music ! it was a 
fieat to bear their Yoices in ^'Korma" and ''Anna 
Bolena" once more, and I haye beaten Olivia at 
dieas; dean beaten her — checkmated ber before 
she knew she was in danger. There's some gloiy 
in beating Oliviay I can tell yon. What ! sleepy, 
do yon say? Oh,Terywell. Goodnight!" 



b2 
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CHAPTXB T. 

^ The Milt maJeiroleiity tibe look obfiqae^ 
The obrfoof flatbe, or implied diaUke, 
ThefDeer eqnirocal, the haish reply. 
And en the ertiel lengaege of tiie eye ; 
The ertfid injury, nisoee renamed dart 
Scarce wonnda the hearing, while it stahs the heart; 
fihnaH slij^, ne^^ect, unmixed peifaaps with hate. 
Make tip in number what they want in weight 
TheM, and a thousand griefs minute as these, 
Corrode oar eomf ort, and destroy our eaee." 

HAmrAX Hou. 

Thr£2 montlu lutd pa«sed away^ and Hopelands, in 
all its autumnal beauty, was resting in the calm 
September sunsliine. It was a glorious afternoon ; 
rich lights were falling on wood, and rock, and 
gla<le; the bright flowers of the parterre were 
spreading their gorgeous petals beneath the cloud- 
less sky, as if dark days of storm and tempest were 
far, far away. The woodlands were arrayed once 
more in their royal robes of crimson and gold ; the 
dork flr reared his formal boughs against the pale, 
early-fading leaves of the ash ; the copper beech 
rtiHiled his dark branches beneath the rich brown 
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foliage of the stately elm; and the graceful birch 
tested lovingly in the shadow of the mountain ash, 
whose coral berries wore their softest, richest hue in 
the radiant light of the autumnal sun. 

All tilings were at rest round Hopelands; the 
lig^t wind scarcely fanned the tresses of the silver 
birch; the river flowed calmly through the green 
pastures, where the quiet herds fed in the shadow 
of the tall trees ; only the hum of an insect or the 
twitter of a bird broke the dreamy stillness of the 
beautiful evening. 

Among the flowers walked Lilian. Her step was 
hurried and unequal, her cheek was flushed, her 
brow was clouded, and her Httle hands nervously 
crushed as sweet a spray of beliotrope as was ever 
gathered. She was alone; the dahlias and the 
ehina-asten were the only witnesses of the fair 
young matron's discomflture. 

It had been a weary three months for Lilian ; 
one perpetual struggle against the influences sur- 
rounding her. Mary would have initiated her into 
the mysteries of housekeeping ; but she reused the 
instruction, which, indeed, was not presented in a 
very alluring form. Then again. Miss Hope was 
extremely partial to giving advice ; and, worse still, 
she expected every one to follow it. She would 
say to Lilian, whom she found in the greenhouse, 
devouring "Jane Eyre," "My dear Mrs. Basil, 
excuse me, but really this kind of reading enervates 
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the mind and fevers the imagination; and — jon 
must forgive me— but if visitors should arrive, and 
you had to make your appearance in so neglected a 
toilet, unpleasant remarks would certainly be the 
result, which could not fail to annoy your husband." 

Theresa besought Lilian to take a class in her 
Sunday-school, and she consented. Basil was an- 
noyed. He wanted his wife himself on Sunday, 
he exclaimed; but Theresa and Olivia united in 
declaring that Lilian's duty called her to the Sabbath- 
school. 

How Lilian repented her compliance cannot be 
told. What she suffered on burning, sultry after- 
noons, in a small close room, crowded with weary 
children, can be better imagined than described. The 
heat, the hum, the monotony were overpowering. 

Her class was as stupid as a class can be. The 
staple instruction was the Church Catechism; and 
the unlucky girls, and their equally unlucky teacher, 
had just reached the question, ** What desirest thou 
of God in this prayer ? " 

Lilian remembered what hard work it had been 
to commit to memory that portion of the Catechism ; 
it had cost her many a tear, and many a weary 
Sunday afternoon, before she could fluently reply 
to her catechiser ; but to impart it to these stupid, 
tired country-girls, seemed a far worse under- 
taking. 

Lilian's class did not improve. Theresa begged 
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her not to wear rings at the Snnday-schod, and 
wished she wofold hide her gold chain and its gut- 
tering appendages beneath her mantle — sachyanities 
took off the childien's attention. At length, one 
snltry afternoon, when the August son was bLizing 
on the close, stifling school-room, Lilian created a 
sensation by falling from her chair to the floor, 
where she lay in a dead fiunt, that long resisted 
all the ordinary restoratiyes in cases of syncope. 
Basil was very angry when Lilian came home, 
looking as white as her dress, and evidently nnable 
to sit np during the evening. Theresa angrily 
insisted that the heated atmosphere of the school- 
room had nothii^ to do with Lilian's indisposition, 
inasmuch as ahe and her sisters endured the same 
inconvenience, year after year,* without fainting. 
But she quite agreed with Basil that she had better 
g^ve up her class; she had proved herself a very 
inefficient teacher, and her heart was evidently not 
in the work. 

Henceforth Theresa ceased to invite liilian to 
accompany her on her charitable expeditions; and 
she contented herself with placing in her way what 
she considered suitable literature for so worldly a 
person. Lilian was constantly finding on her toilette, 
or between the pages of her novels, tracts of an 
awakening nature. One day she found ^' An Alarm 
to^ Sinners" lying on her dressing-case; the next, 
" A Word to the Unconverted " dropped from the 
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pages of her beloved Longfellow ; — ^very good little 
books in themselyes, and ci^ciilatedy under Gfod's 
blessing, to touch the heart of the slumbering Burner ; 
but altogether inefficacious when administered in the 
Pharisee-spirit of Theresa Hope. Lilian never read 
the tracts, but she complained to Basil that she was 
treated like a healhen. He only laughed, and said 
it was Tessie's hobby ; she fancied her mission was 
to convert the world, and the obnoxious tracts were 
intended for himself as much as for her. 

Olivia's good intentions were even more objection- 
able than Theresa's laudable endeavours. Basil was 
imprudent enough to confess that Lilian was very 
imperfectly educated, and to hint that as she was so 
young, she might, with pleasure to herself^ devote a 
little time to study, under the superintendence of 
Olivia. A more unfortunate idea could not have 
been started. Olivia, though certainly a talented 
woman, was no better an instructress than Theresa 
was an evangelist. She and her sister-in-law quar- 
relled at the outset. Lilian naturally resisted, when 
Olivia attempted to treat her like a school-girl ; she 
cooUy swept away all the grammars and compendiums 
of science which Olivia had zealously collected for her 
special behoof, and stood so determinedly on her 
dignity as a married woman, that the discomfited 
professoress was fain to give up her cherished hope 
of educating poor dear Basil's ignorant, silly, child- 
wife ; but she never forgave Lilian. 
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No day paeised but Lilian suffered some mortifica- 
tion. There was a diurnal combat, and defeat, as 
the result; Basil was appealed to by both parties. 
He had been so accustomed to the superiority of his 
sisters, that he could not but imagine Lilian in fault. 
Her temper was the chief source of complaint, and, 
as time passed on, many altercations occurred between 
husband and wife. Harassed and fretted, and far 
from well, Lilian scarcely looked like the same 
beautifal girl we saw sitting in the calm Sabbath 
eve by Alice Kayner's couch of suffering. Basil 
went ffshing, and grouse and partridge shooting, and 
Lilian was left much to herself, and to the unconge* 
nial society of her new relatives. 

On this particular evening there had been a scene. 
Mrs. Hope had reproved her daughter-in-law for 
what she considered disrespect towards herself, and 
unsisterly behaviour to Theresa. Lilian had retorted ; 
calm, but cutting words replied to her agitated sen- 
tences. Basil was passionately appealed to, and he, 
like many men, had an insuperable horror of being 
involved in women's quarrels, so he answered in an 
irritable tone, that it was disgraceful for relatives to 
disagree about trifles ; and he did wish Lilian would 
learn' to control her temper; her fretfiilness and 
touchiness were a real infliction to them all, himself 
in particular ; he was weary of it, and he rose from 
the table and left the room, leaving Lilian sobbing 
like an injured child. 
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Maiy treated her far hysterics ; but the unhappy 
girl turned away with a gestme of scorn and disgust 
from the proffered reAiedies. 

'^ Tou haye been cruel to me ever since I came to 
this horrible place," sobbed Lilian t ''you have all 
tried to make me miserable, and now you are turning 
my husband against me ! " and she rushed from the 
room, for she felt that she could bear Oliyia's smile 
and Mrs. Hope's composure no longer. 

''I forgive you, Lilian," cried Theresa, as the 
young wife lefk the room ; and Mrs. Hope clasped 
her hands and ejaculated, ''What a temper! how 
greatly Basil is to be pitied I " 

Lilian found the stillness of her own room so 
oppressive that she left for the flower-garden. There 
the formal walks seemed to fetter her rapid move- 
ments ; the low hedge-rows of roses, still vivid with 
many autumn varieties, seemed to cage her impa- 
tience ; the calm tranquillity of the lovely evening 
was oppressive to an unendurable degree. So she 
left the cultivated domain, passed by a wicket-gate 
into the shrubbery, and from thence through the 
park into a woody district that bore the name of 
the " Forest ; " a grand chase of olden time. 

On she sped, tearing her flowing dress, and wound- 
ing her feet against the knotted roots of trees, which 
impeded her way. For nearly an hour she hurried 
on, taking no note of time, nor regarding the dark- 
ness that was gradually stealing upon her. 



A STORM. 59 

Suddenly a wild gust swept through the wood, the 
tree-tops were swayed backwards and forwards, and 
she saw dark clouds drifting across, the evening sky. 
A storm was at hand ; it was past sunset and she had 
lost her way. There was a cottage, or rather a hut, 
in the distance, and hither she bent her steps. She 
knocked ; a feeble voice bade her enter. No one was 
visible at first, but the same weak voice bidding her 
be seated, she discerned in a sort of recess, stretched 
upon a rude couch, the figure of a woman. She was 
not old, but her frame was worn to attenuation, her 
face was haggard and discoloured, as if from cruel 
blows, and her breathing was short and hard. There 
was scarcely any furniture in the wretched abode 
and very little light, for the only window was half- 
concealed by ivy. Lilian inquired the way to Hope- 
lands, and found to her infinite relief that she had 
been making a circuit, and had reached almost the 
point from whence she commenced her ramble. A 
few steps would lead her to the south lodge, so her 
anxiety was dispelled, and she lingered to ask the 
woman if she were very ill. 

"Very ill, my lady," said the poor creature; 
''but it won't last much longer now. I shall soon 
be in a better place ; the doctor says I shall be gone 
before the winter sets in." 

Lilian looked compassionately on the white, pain- 
worn face. "What is your name?" she asked, 
gently. 
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"MaryMfflfi." 

Then Lilian Temembered a tale of woe sbe had 
heaid soon after her arriyaL The husband of this 
woman was a bad man, a poacher, a dronkard — some 
hinted a murderer ! He treated his hapless wife in 
the most brutal manner, and worn out with cruel 
usage, sorrow, starvation, and toil, she was sinlriTig 
now into an early grave. 

Lilian looked around her, first at the destitution 
so painfally visible, then at the dying woman. The 
tears rose in her eyes. " I am very sorry for you," 
she said. " I ought to have come to see you, but I 
did not know you lived so near Hopelands." 

The sweet voice, and the kind, pitying glance, 
brought a smile of content to the faded lips, and 
poor Mary replied — " Thank you, my lady, it is 
very comforting to hear kind words again ; but this 
isn't a fit place for you to come into." 

Lilian answered by sitting down on the one crazy 
chair the apartment boasted. '* How unhappy you 
must be ! " she said, in a tone of the deepest com- 
passion. 

'^ Oh no, ma'am ! " exclaimed the sufferer, with 
sudden animation, ^'I've no call to be unhappy; 
God has been so good to me. He has sent me many 
comforts, and now He is going to take me away fi:om 
pain and sorrow, to dwell with Him for ever and 
ever." 

Lilian gazed with awe on the lustrous eyes, and 
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on the holy cahn that OYerspread Mary's wasted 
features. 

" You are not afraid to die ? " said Lilian, after a 
little hesitation. 

''Oh no ! not npw. Once I was thoughtless and 
did not love my Saviour. I cared only to be well off 
in this life, and to enjoy myself, as I thought ; so He 
sent trouble to wean me from it, like, and afber a 
time I took to read my Bible, thinking perhaps I 
might find some comfort in it, and there I found all 
I wanted. I saw how Se loved me, and died for 
me ; and somehow I couldn't help but love Him back 
again, though in a poor way. Many a weary day 
and night that love has held me up, and kept me 
patient, and now I am going to see Him face to face. 
I shall know there why all this trouble came upon 
me. I shall see it all then. I can only believe 
now ! " 

Lilian would fain have lingered, but the gloom 
was deepening, and the storm fast approaching ; so 
she bade poor Mary " good night," and promised to 
come and see her again very soon. 

She did not escape a wetting, for the rain came 
down in torrents^ ere she could gain shelter; she 
reached home drenched, and sinking with fatigue. 
She went to bed immediately, after sending a cheer- 
ful message to the family. 

Olivia, however, interpreted her retirement as a 
fit of sulks, and Mrs. Hope lamented her babyish 
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disporition, whicli led her to play pranks like a 
school-girL *^ Eeally, Basil," she said at last, ^' I 
beg you will lecture your wife severely ; she may, 
perhaps, hear you without flying in a passion. There 
is no knowing what mischief might ensue &om these 
wild, rash expeditions, so undignified, so improper, 
for a married woman, and that woman my son's wife ! 
Pray talk to her yery seriously." 
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CHAPTEB VI, 

BXPLAJTATIOKS. 

''Stranger! however great. 
With lowly reverence how; 
There's one m that poor shed — 
One hy that paltry bed — 
Greater than thoa ! 

** Oh, change — oh, wondrous change ! 
Bnrst are the prison bars — 
This moment thebb, so low. 
So agonised — and now 
Beyond the stars.'*— CABOUin Bowlbs. 

Six weeks longer, and the Hopelands woods were 
shorn of their autumnal beauty. The garden was 
bright no more with rainbow hues ; verbenas and 
fnschias were safely housed for the winter, the last 
china-aster and the last of the dahlias had lifted 
their pale, marred faces in a valedictory gaze on the 
sun ; the clear azure sky was as though it had never 
been, and dusky leaden clouds shut out every linger- 
ing ray of the sweet fading sunshine. 

On a wild, rainy afternoon, Lilian sat alone in 
her ^rossing-room. The wind howled moumMly 
through the long passages, and shook the doors in 
the uppermost story; the rain fell heavily, now 
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pouring in steady torrents on the wet, leaf-strewn turf 
in the park, now dashing against the window-panes, 
and sweeping across the dreary landscape like waves 
of a misty sea. Lilian sat close to the fire; an 
unfinished letter to Eleanor lay on the table before 
her, a book of poems was near at hand, and some 
delicate needlework was piled in a pretty satin- 
lined basket before her. She had tried various oc- 
cupations, but not one of them yielded the slightest 
satisfaction ; so now she was sitting with her eyes 
fixed on the fire, her hands listlessly crossed in her 
lap, and her mind laden with many conflicting 
emotions. 

A step, and a movement on f^e handle of the 
door, roused her &om her dreamy reverie. Basil 
came in, and threw himself into a chair which stood 
opposite Lilian. 

"Well, it's all settled, Lily!" was his exclama- 
tion, as he seized the poker, and began vigorously 
to settle the fire. 

" What is all settled? " she asked, languidly. 

"Why, our own affiEiirs, to be sure. How can 
you ask, Lilian ? My ^Either has at length settled 
the income he is to allow me, and I must say, 
considering I am the heir, and the only son, it is 
preposterously small. You will have to be very 
careful, I can tell you, and very managing, for we 
must live in some sort of style, and we shall have 
about half as much as we shall want." 
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lalian looked up in dismay fiiom the sewing she 
had taken when her hnsband began to talk« 

'^ Only half as much, Basill "What are we to do 
for the other half?" 

" Do without ! Some people have to do without 
the whole. Some people begin life with considerably 
less than nothing." 

'< Nonsense, Basil ! That sounds very much like 
ten minutes less than no time. Everything has its 
limit, and nothing is exactly nothing." 

*' Yery logical ! But, my dear, I have no idea of 
limits ; on the contrary, I feel as though everything 
was illimitable." 

** Basil ! Did you come hesre to talk nonsense ? " 

" I did not ; but if I prefer nonsense to rationality, 
I suppose there is no reason why I should not gratify 
myself." 

" Every reason, when you come to concert plans 
with your wife for your future establishment." 

** You mistake me ; I came to impart plans ; by 
no means to concert them. All that trouble has 
been happily taken off our hands. My father sig- 
nifies that he has business to transact with me, 
and mamma and the young ladies discreetly^retire. 
Then our respected Pater-fanulias informs me that, 
in consequence of great diversity of disposition 
between my wife and my sisters, and by reason of 
the many domestic tempests which have latterly 
disturbed the once placid atmosphere of Hopelands, 
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it is proposed by the heads of the house, both jointly 
and seyerally, that we, the yonnger and interloping 
branches, should be forthwith ejected from the 
parent nest, and tamed on the world to shift for 
ourselves. Next, it is imparted to me that I am 
to receive a certain annual income, subject to in-» 
crease, should I, in my turn, become Pater-familias; 
also, that a certain house in London is to be given 
immediately into my possession ; and, finally, that 
we had better lose no time in effecting the transfer 
of all our goods and chattels, and of our more 
valuable selves." 

Lilian's hands trembled so violently that she was 
obliged to lay down her sewing. ''And you* could 
hear your wife spoken of in this way!" she ex- 
claimed passionately ; '' you could hear, this, and 
make no rejoinder ! You are content to remove her 
to an establishment of her own, in order that your 
family may be freed from the obnoxious member 
who has so unwillingly continued their guest ! " • 

"Lilian!" said the young man, gravely, but 
without the slightest manifestation of temper, "re- 
member it is you, not I, who so interpret my words. 
That we have been very uncomfortable together, 
as a family, is obvious; that you have been far 
from happy, I know ; and, therefore, I hailed with 
joy the prospect of placing you at the head of an 
establishment of your own. I came here expecting 
to afford pleasure. I thought you would be glad 
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to know that very soon you would be placed beyond 
the animadversions of those whom you have so 
unfortunately prejudiced. But, Lilian, in those 
happy weeks after our marriage, I little foresaw 
the painful disappointment in store for me. I had 
BO fondly hoped that you and my sisters would be 
drawn together by closer ties than those of mere 
relationship." 

" Knowing your sisters, as of course you did, and 
knowing me also," replied Lilian, ** you must have 
been a very romantic person to cherish such ill- 
founded hopes. I and my sisters-in-law have 
scarcely an idea in common. They met me with 
no Mndly emotions ; prejudice began eyen before I 
was your wife ; they have called forth my educational 
deficiencies and then laughed at them; they have 
estranged themselves from me in every possible 
way ; and of late they have treated me more as a 
miserable dependant, than as their brother's wife 
and the future mistress of Hopelands." 

' ' Hush, Lilian ! ' ' replied Basil. * ' Had you striven 
at the first to conciliate the affections of those whom 
I love so dearly, this unnatural estrangement would 
never have been. Yes, I have been romantic! I 
thought, Lilian, when I wooed you from your quiet 
home at Kirby-Brough, that I could make you 
happy. You seemed so gentle, so loving, so cling- 
ing then. I thought if my sisters had unfounded 
prejudices, traceable to their position and education^ 
7 2 
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the sight of one so good, and pure, and heaatifol 
must instantly dispel them. Since we came home 
all things have been contrary to mj expectations." 

*' And most contrary to mine ! " bitterly rejoined 
Lilian. ^' Basil, God knows I came here hoping to 
be received as a child and as a sister. The love I 
once gave to my dead father and mother, I had 
treasored up to bestow on the living parents of my 
husband. I meant to forget, to a certain extent, 
my old home ; I wished to lay aside old habits and 
old feelings, and to be in hearty as well as in name, 
a Hope ! Basil, yon know how my kindly feelings 
were wronged ; you know, too, how cold yon were, 
in comparison with those happy days both before 
and after our marriage; how satisfied you seemed 
in their society; how careless of my happiness! 
Oh, Alice Eayner was very right when she said 
that I should need patience; she said well when 
she warned me not to rest my happiness on any 
mortal creature. Oh, that I were still the bright, 
joyous girl I used to be in old times ! I wish you 
had never seen me, then we should never have 
loved each other; then you would have married 
some one in your own station and acceptable to 
your family, and I should have lived quietly but 
happily with my sbters and brothers at Kirby^ 
Brough." 

'<Do you really wish that, Lilian?" said Basil, 
sternly. "Do you really regret your mairiage? 
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Then, indeeS, have I been miserably deceived. 
Come what wiQ, /shall never wish the past other- 
wise than it has been. Whatever may betide, I am 
glad that I found you, and sought you to be my 
wifb. Can it be possible that, after six months of 
married life, you deplore your lost freedom?" 

" No, no, Basil ! I was wild when I said so ; but 
I have been so unhappy, and I thought you were 
growing cold. If you love me still, I am content 
to bear all things. Only say you love me as yon 
once did, and I shall never wish myself again at 
Eirby-Brough ; never desire any other lot than that 
which has befallen me ! " 

** Lilian, I love you dearly! I have been to 
blame ; I have not shielded you from the storm as 
I ought to have done. Having placed my flower 
in an ungenial atmosphere, I ought to have tended 
it more carefully, and guarded it from heat and 
tempest, to which it was unaccustomed. But, 
dearest, a new life is before us ; a few weeks longer 
— a very few, for we will hasten our arrangements' 
— and you will be freed from the trials which now 
beset you. In your own home things will be so 
different ; you will be the sunshine of our dwelling, 
' and we shall go back again to the dear old times of 
last summer. We will forget this painful episode, 
my Lily, or remember it only as naughty children 
remember a punishment lesson. I will try to think 
myself the bridegroom of ten weeks, instead of the 
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careless hnsband of six months. We will tam over 
a new life, and be very good, and, par eonsiquencey 
Tery happy. Now, dry your eyes, for it is getting 
near dinner-time; and, Lilian dear, pnt on that 
pretty blue dress I bought you at Exeter, and braid 
your hair a little lower, and come down looking 
as mild, and bright, and bonnie as when you were 
Lilian Grey." 

The promise was readily given, and a loving kiss 
sealed the compact of the new life that was to begin 
from that day. 

The evening passed pleasantly. Lilian played 
some duets with Olivia, and managed to keep time 
and accent delightfully ; she helped Theresa with her 
everlasting club-accounts, and she assisted Harriet 
in deciding upon the dress she was to wear at a ball 
some eight weeks in perspective. The customary 
tray, with biscuits and wine and water, made its 
appearance before Lilian had suppressed one yawn, 
or Olivia had achieved one sarcasm. 

The next morning the weather was brighter, and 
a little before noon Lilian set out for the Forest, in 
order to visit poor Mary Mills, who was now in the 
latest stago of her lingering disease. Lilian was no 
fine lady, so she donned her doak and goloshes, and 
traversed without a fear the wet pathways of the 
loaf-strewn wood ; but the soil was so drenched, and 
the drippings (torn tlie bare branches so oontinuouSy 
that she was glad to reach the cottage. 
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All was silent as usual ; but, as Lilian raised the 
latch of the door, a tall, ill-looking man made his 
appearance from a shed near the entrance. 

He looked at the young lady with a sullen, defiant 
air, and a scowl that would have shaken stouter 
nerves than Lilian's. But Lilian recognised in him 
the cruel, wicked husband of her poor pensioner, 
and she was about to speak, when he muttered, 
"You've no call to come here any more — she's 
dead." 

The brutal indifference of the wretched man 
shocked Lilian more than the actual news. She 
hesitated, and then said, ** I should like to see her 
once more — may I enter?" There was no answer. 
Mills walked away towards the thick of the forest, 
and Lilian ventured in. 

There, on her humble bed, made, however, more 
comfortable by Lilian's kind care, lay the mortal 
remains of poor Mary. The worn, haggard look 
was gone; the fi^eshness of youth seemed to have 
returned to the thin, wasted features ; and peace, 
such as this world giveth not, rested on the white 
brow of the dead. 

The battle was over, the stem discipline past, the 
rest won. She, the obscure, humble woman, known 
only as the wife of the worst of characters, had 
gained the end of life, as gloriously as though she 
had been a crowned queen. Through Jesus Christ 
alone she had fought the good fight, and gained the 
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ylctoiy. She was gone fnm eartiiy one more of 
those hidden gems whom the Lord will remember 
in that day when He makes np His jewels. 

And Lilian gazed long and earnestly on the dead 
fauce, that told so eloquently of trial and triumph ; 
and her heart yearned to know the mystery through 
which pain, poverty, and misery unspeakable were 
brought into peace, abundance, and joy — ^the secret 
alchemy which changed the aspect of every earthly 
thing, tinging all with a lustre that is brighter than 
any temporal sunshine, and glorifying even death 
itself. 



HOM&. 



CHAPTER VIL 



HOIEE. 



** If ye feel love to decline, track oat quickly the secret cause ; 
Let it not rankle for a day, but confess and bewail it together ; 
Speedily seek to be reconciled, for love is the life of marriage ; 
And be ye co-partners in triumph, conquering the peevishness of 
self." Martin Ttjfpkb. 

A iTEw life was before Lilian, and it was wonderful 
how pleasant anticipations of the future sweetened 
the little bitterness which almost every day was 
presented in one form or another. The certainty of 
freedom of action and freedom of speech was an 
unspeakable boon ; she had lived so long in a state 
of comparative vassalage, that a perspective of social 
liberty seemed sufficient to compensate for the long 
series of annoyances and persecutions which she had 
sustained during her residence at Hopelands. 

Whether the end which their sojourn under the 
parental roof was intended to reach was really 
attained or not, remained somewhat problematical. 
Lilian, when she left Hopelands, knew more of 
the formalities of the well-appointed establishment, 
more of the conventionalities and luxuries of high 
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life, than ^e had hitherto dreamed of. She smiled 
quietly to herself when she thought what absurd 
notions Eleanor and she had formed of the manners 
and habits of persons of family. She was fSedn to 
confess that second and third-rate novels were very 
incorrect informants, and by no means to be relied 
upon as authority respecting the daily life and 
speech of the upper classes of society. But though 
she had advanced so far, though she had learned 
somewhat of etiquette, and was in no danger of 
shocking her husband by any solecism of good 
breeding, she was almost as ignorant of the mys- 
teries of housekeeping as when she forgot to order 
dinner, and lost the key of the tea-caddy, in the 
blissfcd days of her bridal tour. 

She was going to make a great experiment — ^the 
greatest, perhaps, that woman in her social position 
can make. She was going to govern a little kingdom 
of her own — ^to order, conduct, beautify, and re- 
plenish the said little kingdom to the best of her 
ability ; she was going to organise a home to ensure 
her husband's happiness, and to take her place among 
the matrons of the land, to occupy that position in 
society which befitted the wife of Mr. Basil Hope, 
the heir of beautiful, ancient, time-honoured Hope- 
lands ! When Basil told Lilian how much she might 
spend in her housekeeping, and how much she might 
devote to her personal requirements, she thought the 
sum immense. 
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"Why, my dear," she exclaimed, **you told me 
our income would not be nearly sufficient ; you said 
we had just half as much as we wanted. I shall 
never be able to spend so much money, either in my 
housekeeping or on myself; I am afraid you are 
retaining nothing for yourself." 

Basil smiled. ** l^ever fear, Lily, I have taken 
excellent care of myself, and of my mentis plaisirs,^^ 

"But, Basil, I made* Elizabeth give me her last 
year's housekeeping book, just that I might see what 
I ought to order, and how much I ought to give for 
things ; for Aunt Dorothy says the London trades- 
people are sure to impose upon one if they can ; and 
the whole year's expenditure, taking in the boys' 
schooling, and the charitable subscriptions, and the 
doctors' bill that went on for four years, because 
Mr. Thwaites never would send it in, does not 
amount to half the sum you are giving me for the 
next six months' expenses." 

" Lilian, my love, how can you be so absurd as to 
draw a parallel between my establishment, and that 
quiet household of women and children in the fast- 
nesses of the Forth Eiding of Yorkshire ? " 

" Do you mean on account of numbers ? " asked 
Lilian, half guessing, however, at his meaning. 

" No, Lilian, numbers have nothing whatever to 
do with the question ; I referred to position, habits — 
to everything, in short, which places Mrs. Basil 
Hope in a totally different state of existence £rom 
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that winch she has occupied as Miss LOian CJiey. 
Fray, let Elizabeth's ledger^ or whaterer it may be 
called, let it be letmned to her forthwith; your 
sister's expenditure can be no guide fixr yours. I do 
not want you to go about asking the price of vege- 
tables, and paying your butcher's biOs in propria 
perwna; your servants wiU take all that off your 
hands; but be sure you keep an txaet account of 
everything ; examine all your biUs, and keep your re- 
ceipts, for though my mother's intunate Mend, Lady 
Grace Granby, found you your cook and your house- 
maid, and I dare say they are honest, and all that, 
it is well for the mistress of the house to be parti- 
cular in money matters. And, besides, Lilian dear, 
immense as you now think your allowance, I assure 
you it is but barely sufficient for the purpose to 
which it is to be devoted. Without care and economy 
we shall be in difficulties ; and I tell you candidly, I 
had almost as soon turn tradesman, and gain my 
living over the counter, as apply to my father for 
further assistance." 

" One word more," cried Lilian. BasD. was going 
to the room dedicated to his special use, which he 
had christened his " den," and which his wife and 
servants called his study. There a few books were 
arranged in order, and many newspapers were 
strewn about ; there were fishing-rods, landing-nets, 
hooks, materials for artificial fly-making; guns, 
choice revolvers, and other murderous weapons. 
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Sasil turned back. " I^ow we are settled, dear, in 
our own house, I should like to ask Eleanor to come 
and pay me a long Tisit. It would be such a pleasure 
to her to come to town, and such an advantage to 
her to go into really good society ; then she would 
be here to attend to your comforts when I am ill, 
and she could write notes and answer inquiries for 
me." 

Badl bit his lips, and looked impatient as Lilian 
proceeded. He had an instantaneous vision of Miss 
Eleanor Grey, . with her rosy cheeks and her over- 
powering vivacity; he had a vivid recollection of 
her extraordinary theories of fashionable life, and he 
fancied her sitting in his drawing-room attired in 
the latest Kirby-Brough fashion, with her feet in 
the first position, uttering sundry trifles of small 
talk in indiflferent English, interlarded with anti- 
Parisian French. He saw Lilian's colour rising, 
and the light shining in her beautiful dark eyes, 
that always kindled there when she began to be 
angry. 

" My dear, I am aJfraid we should do Eleanor no 
real kindness by unfitting her for the position which 
she will doubtless occupy. Can you not see that she 
has a morbid desire to cast aside the trammels of the 
class in which she was bom ? Has she not an insane 
craving to bring round herself the fetters of fashion- 
able society ? Eleanor is ambitious, Lilian ; she is 
not like my own pure, graceM Lily ; she wants to 
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make yoa a stepprng-stane in her peziloiis course. 
She will never acbieTe her end ; she may become the 
stylish wife of some excellent retired tradesman^ or 
she may eren figure as the sqnire's lady, and lead 
the fEishion and goyem aU the Totaries of dissipation 
in a country town or TiQage ; but she will never 
establish herself within the charmed drde which 
those only can reach who are " 

Basil did not conclude ; while he hesitated for a 
fitting expression, lalian burst forth — " I see how 
it is ; you despise my family ; you despise me, because 
my father gained his money instead of inheriting it ; 
because my ancestors were nameless and obscure, 
while yours led the mSlee in the old strife between 
Saxon and I^orman, fought gallantly in the wars of 
the Hoses, held command when Elizabeth Tudor 
speechified at Tilbury Port, and well-nigh ruined 
themselves in maintaining the cause of the treacher- 
ous, luckless Stuarts. Because of this you hold my 
sisters in disdain, and you despise me ! " 

** God forbid, Lilian, that I should despise my own 
wife. I am not aware that I despise any one — ^least 
of all your kindred ! " 

i ** My kindred ! Are they not also yours ? " 

'^ Legally and conventionally speaking, to a certain 
extent they are ; and at one time I intended myself 
to ask Elizabeth to be here in Pebruary. I have a 
great respect for Miss Grey, and I shall always be 
happy to receive her under my roof. I thought, if 
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she were here, you would not be anxious about 
domestic concerns, and you would be better cared 
for than if trusted to the sole care of a hireling 
nurse. Eleanor, young, inexperienced, and fond of 
excitement, would be no suitable companion for a 
young mother in her first trial. I intended, I say, 
to beg Miss Grey to come to you ; but your temper 
convinces me that such a step would be inexpedient. 
I have no wish to make my domestic escUmdres the 
talk of all Brough-Dale ; it is unfortunate that you 
and my mother cannot agree better ; but I have no 
doubt we shall find some kind, matronly Mend who 
will be more serviceable than either of your sisters, 
and who will be so good as to afford the benefit of 
her experience when needful." 

Lilian had felt all the morning rather unwell ; her 
new arrangements had wearied her, and, apart from 
her present delicate health, the aimoyance and harass 
of her six months' probation at Hopelands had not 
improved her constitution; and now, this fresh vexa» 
tion, this thwarting of a scheme which she had long 
nursed in silence, and which had been the subject of 
correspondence between herself and Eleanor, ever 
since Mr. Hope had desired that she should be 
mistress of her own house, was more than her 
equanimity could sustain. 

She burst into a flood of passionate tears; and 
Easil, like the majority of his sex, hated to see his 
wife cry, especially when she was out of temper, so 
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he walked out of the room, and out of the house to 
his club. 

"When he returned to dinner, Lilian's little maid 
met him on the staircase, and with many tears told 
him that her mistress had been in dreadful hysterics, 
and then had become so faint and strange, that cook, 
and Mary, and herself had wanted to find him, but 
no one knew where he was ; and so they fetched the 
doctor of themselves, and he said it was a dangerous 
attack, and Mrs. Basil must be kept very quiet. 

Basil was stricken with remorse. " "What a bar- 
barian he was not to consider her delicate health. 
What a wretch he had been to drive her into fits, and 
then leave her to servants." He went very gently 
to the room where he had left her; she was not 
there, and he proceeded to her bed-room. She was 
lying on the bed, and she had fallen asleep. He sat 
down at a distance lest he should awake her, and he 
gazed long and earnestly at the young pale face, still 
bearing the trace of tears, and almost as colourless as 
the white pillow to which it was pressed. 

Was that the bright, beautiful Lilian of a year ago 
—the lovely " Lily of Kirby-Brough ? " 

She was white now as her spotless namesake, and 
looked nearly as fragile ; might she not be as short- 
lived ? Yes, a few weeks more, and the transplanted 
Lily might be seen no longer ; the little one whom he 
longed to take to his heart and bosom might never 
know its fair young mother, never gaze on the fatal 
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beauty wbicli bad caused her removal from the scenes 
and joys of her yonth, from the home where she had 
heen so peacefdl aad happy. 

There was agony in the thought. Basil did not 
know till that moment how precious his wife was. 
Large tears fell unheeded frxmi his eyes as he con- 
tinued to gaze on the sweet pale featnies of the 
sleeper. He would yield eyerything; give up 
family, position, all, so that her dear life was 
spared ; she should haye Kirby-Erough itself if it 
were possible ! 

The fire crackled, and Lilian awoke. Her husband 
flew to her side, and folded her in his arms. Eyen 
his tenderness was too much for her exhausted 
system, and she began to sob again, to his infinite 
teiTor. 

** Lilian, darling ! " he said, " if you loye me, 
do not weep any more; you will kill yourself; 
your heart flutters Hke a wild bird in a cage. You 
shall haye Eleanor, dearest. I will write to her to- 
night ; she shall come by express train forthwith. 
Elizabeth shall come too, if you wish it ; only keep 
well and be happy, and you shall have all that / 
can giye you. Forgive me, my Lily, for grieving 
you." 

Lilian grew calmer as Basil spoke ; she kissed and 
thanked him, and there was a tender Httle scene 
between the wedded lovers, and Lilian rejoiced that 
she was in her own house and not at Hopelands, or 
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she would neyer have gained the victory. She never 
imagined Basil would yield so readily ; he was vnl- 
nerable, then, like other men. She thanked him so 
prettily for his compliance that he thought himself 
ten times a wretch for refusing her request. 

It was settled, however, that only Eleanor should 
pay the first visit, and that the invitation should be 
posted on the following day. Lilian spent a very 
happy evening, lying on the sofa, petted and read to 
by her husband. And so the first storm of their 
new life came and passed* 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

8ISTEEB IS COrNCIL. 

** Ohy where shall rest be fonnd, 

Best for the weary soul ? 
Twere vain the ocean depths to sound, 

Or pierce to either pole. 
The world can never give 

The bliss for which we sigh ; 
Tis not the whole of life to live, 

Nor all of death to die/' — Momtoombbt. 

Elbanob had been domesticated several weeks with 
her sister, and thanks to her quickness of perception, 
and her earnest desire to comport herself worthily as 
a relatiye of the Hopes, in very few instances had 
Easil been annoyed by the trifles which betray the 
incongruities of birth and breeding with present 
position. 

They had, moreover, been very quiet. Lilian's 
health demanded repose, and there were not many 
opportunities for the display of those peculiarities 
which Basil so extremely disliked. Eleanor had 
even begun to find it rather dull; there was the 
morning call to be sure, and the daily airing when 
the weather permitted, but Pebruaiy is proverbially 
o 2 
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an unfavourable montli as regards open-air walking 
or diiying ; but then the long evenings, when Easil 
Bometimes read to his wife, but more frequently 
went away to his club, for Lilian he thought could 
not be lonely, now that her favourite sister was by 
her side — ^that was unendurable. Yery wearisome 
those evenings were to Eleanor, worse than those 
at Kirby-Brough, when the hours between tea and 
supper were frequently enlivened by the chance 
visit of a chatty friend, whose beau or brother was 
sure to arrive in time to join the latter meal before 
he escorted the lady home. 

Now, with amusements of every kind going on 
around her, she found herself very much in the 
position of Tantalus, permitted almost to contem- 
plate the scenes of gaiety which her heart desired, 
and yet compelled to forego them. Lilian's draw- 
ing-room was profasely furnished with literature; 
the best serials of the day, the newest novels, and 
all her favourite poets, lay about in graceful confa- 
sion. The little 'book-tray was laden with gems of 
poetry and prose, but Eleanor cared for none of 
these things. The notels, even, were not to her 
taste — they were of too high a stamp ; and as for 
Tennyson, Browning, Longfellow, Mrs. Hemans, 
and others, in whose exquisite pages Lilian's whole 
soul revelled, they were mere dross to Eleanor. 

She had come to town expecting, in spite of 
Elizabeths more sensible predictionsi to be the 
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gayest of the gay ; she had promised her beloved 
Mend and confidante, Flora Milner, that she would 
keep a regular journal of all her brilliant expedi- 
tions and inevitable triumphs, and that her most 
vivid impressions of fashionable life should be duly 
registered for Flora's sole benefit and delight; and 
so far, all was vanity and vexation of spirit. 

One morning when Eleanor sauntered down at a 
late h<Mir to the breakfiust-room, she found Basil 
•pacing up and down in the very extremity of agita- 
tion, and the usually quiet household in thorough 
confosion. 

In vain Eleanor poured out Basil's coffee, and 
tried to tempt his appetite with every delicacy that 
the table or sideboard afforded ; he would not even 
sit down, and he manifested a strong desire to free 
himself from the restraint of her presence. It was 
a weary day ; the pitiless rain deluged the streets, 
the wind howled and moaned, and the darkness was 
60 great that at noonday lights were needed in the 
lower regions of the house. Basil did not leave 
home ; he roamed about like an unquiet spirit, and 
Eleanor had no word of comfort that availed any- 
thing. As 'he occasionally met her in his wander- 
ings from room to room, he instinctively turned to 
her for at least a mite of that consolation which the 
proudest man will at times deign to seek from 
woman ; but her words were so commonplace, her 
sympathy so coldly expressed, that ere long these 
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encounters chafed him, and he turned away with 
mingled weariness and irritation whenever the rust- 
ling of her dress announced her approach. From 
that day the indifference with which Basil had 
regarded his wife's sister was converted into dislike. 

Late in the evening Basil was called to Lilian's 
side. There she lay, faint and worn, and white as 
a veritable lily; but yet, so far as human science 
could discern, safe ! and on her arm was laid the 
tiny blossom whose little life had so nearly cost her 
her own. 

" The finest young gentleman, sir, I ever had the 
pleasure of dressing ! " said the consequential nurse, 
gazing approvingly on the little red creature, almost 
shrouded in his delicate raiment as he lay by 
his mamma's side, taking his first view of mortal 
existence. 

Basil was quite willing to take Mrs. Nurse^s 
representations on trust. She assured him that his 
son was a remarkably fine child, and of course she 
ought to know. The doctor, too, had confirmed her 
statement, when he announced the birth of a fine 
healthy boy; but the little senseless bundle on 
which poor Lilian, despite her weakness, gazed 
with such unquestionable pride, was not quite his 
idea of a beautifiil child. 

" Yes ; I dare say it is a very nice, strong baby," 
said Basil, in reply to his wife's whispered request 
that he would look at its tiny face, and see if the 
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features were not just like Hs own ; "but, Lilian, 
dearest, I have you safe at last. I began to despair ; 
and what would the world be to me without my 
Lily?" 

Lilian's recovery was slow ; but as her strength 
gradually returned, she and Basil spent many happy 
hours in the retirement of her dressing-room. 
Eleanor was content not to interrupt these matri- 
monial Ute-d-Utea. She spent a great deal of time 
writing to her friend Miss Milner ; and a lady 
who lived opposite, who was on visiting terms with 
Lilian, offered to ehaperone her occasionally, and 
take her to drive in the Park ; so, during Lilian's 
confinement, Eleanor began to enjoy a little of that 
life she had so long and so ardently desired. 

Never, since the first few weeks of her married 
life, had Lilian been so happy. Basil was soon won 
to admire his baby, and ere it was a month old the 
fatherly instinct was strong in his heart. After 
satisfying himself that Lilian was progressing, his 
first thought was for his boy, and he was soon heard 
boasting to his Mends of the remarkable size, 
beauty, and intelligence of his son and heir. 

Lilian was almost sorry when the doctor advised 
her migration to the drawing-room; it seemed a 
breaking-up of the quiet, happy life she had led 
since the birth of her little one. The drawing-room 
was open groimd ; any one might come there. Basil 
would never care to sit reading and chatting and 
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petting lier by tlie hour together, when they were 
every moment liable to interraption. 

But still the effort must be made, and accordingly 
one morning Lilian found herself established on 
the Bo&if in her old quarters, with the baby in his 
hereeaunette on the other side of the fire, and her 
favourite volumes arranged on a little table dedi- 
cated to her especial service. The morning passed 
happily. Eleanor practised some new polkas, and 
Basil read the papers, communicating small scraps 
of intelligence to his wife, as he imagined her 
feminine intellect could appreciate them. 

But after dinner he took his hat, and told Lilian 
that now she was nearly well again he must just 
look in at his club, and see what the fellows were 
doing there. He should not be late ; but they had 
better not wait tea. 

Lilian saw him depart with tolerable composure, 
but it required all her stock of fortitude to refrain 
from tears as she saw him disappear. 

She hated that club; she could not understand 
why men must have a gathering-place apart from 
the social circle. If Basil went there, some fasci- 
nation seemed to chain him to the spot, for he never 
returned at the time he specified ; and when he did, 
his talk was of the moors, or the debate, or the 
Derby, and he hinted his intentions of joining 
certain men, whose very names were Lilian's abhor- 
rence, iQ an excursion to Korway for salmon fishing, 
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and afterwards to some nnpTonoimceable castle in 
the Highlands for grouse shooting. 

" Why could he not be content to stay at home, 
and watch the baby grow and prosper, and read the 
new books ; or, if change were requisite, as indeed 
it was, why not take her and the baby for a tour 
in North Wales, or a visit to the south coast of 
Devon ?" She knew now he would never take her 
to Kirby-Brough for change of air ! 

'' Lilian!" said Eleanor, when she came in from 
a long gossip with her new Mend, Mrs. Howard, 
" how very dull you are ; where is Basil ?" 

'' Basil is gone to his club," said Lilian, moum- 
faUy. 

** And you are fretting because he has left you ! 
My dear Lilian, do you know you are very silly 
and unreasonable ? All men in Basil's rank of life 
go to their club. You were always romantic — do 
just take a practical view of life. You and Basil 
are old married people now ; the son and heir has 
made his appearance, and all the sensation you and 
he very naturally created has as naturally worn 
itself out. Men need amusement ; they must have 
a certain amount of excitement, and that apart from 
their own firesides. Of course, now, Basil will 
return to his old haunts, or perhaps seek new ones ; 
for he had hardly time to establish himself com- 
fortably before you were taken ill. Well, you 
cannot find , fault with that ; and as Basil forms 
his circle, why not form yours ?" 
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'^ I scarcely nndeiBtaiid yon, Eleanor." 

"Why not enter into society yoniself? Ton 
were moped to death at that stnpid Hopelands, and 
when you came at last to town, yonr health pre- 
vented you from issuing or accepting general invita- 
tions. Why, Lilian, with half yonr beanty, half 
yonr income, and not a third of your position, I 
would become the fashion ! I would never have 
an evening disengaged. The season will soon com- 
mence, and I would commence too in good earnest. 
Make Basil proud of his wife ; compel that stiff old 
dowager at Hopelands, and her detestable daughters, 
to yield to your supremacy. Let Mrs. Hope the 
younger fiilly eclipse Mrs. Hope the elder, and all 
her tribe. Try this kind of life, Lilian, and give 
it one real, determined trial; begin at once. Let 
me aid you. I was bom for better things than 
helping Elizabeth to keep house at home. I have 
genius, I know; I only want scope and opportu- 
nity ; and how can I use my talents more laudably 
than in ensuring the happiness of my sister?" 

"But, Eleanor! shall I be happy? Something 
teUs me I too was bom for higher and better ends 
than those I have all my life pursued. And yet — 
I hardly know what I mean, dear. There is another 
life even in this world, of which you and I know 
nothing. Alice Rayner spoke of it. Eleanor, what 
makes Alice happy ?" 

"I am sure I do not know; perhaps she is not 
really happy." 
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" Yes, she is reaUy and truly happy. If you talk 
with her for ten minutes yon cannot donht it ; and 
yet, Eleanor, see how she snffers, with no prospect 
of anythiQg like recoTcry." 

" I cannot imagine," returned Eleanor, ** what is 
the secret of her content ; she is an actual puzzle 
to me." 

''Perhaps it is," said Lilian, in a low voice, 
'' that the life of the world to come is so heautifnl, 
so glorious, and so sure, that the troubles of the 
way are no more to her than hindrances to a 
trayeller who is sure to reach his home before 
night." 

" Yes, she is very religious," answered Eleanor, 
drily. 

" That hardly seems the right term to apply to 
Alice. I have klown many people who were what 
is called ' very religious,' but they were quite unlike 
her — as impatient and discontented as you or T could 
ever be." 

'' It seems, then, there are two kinds of religion." 

'' I suppose there is but one real kind, and all the 
rest are imitations, more or less resembling the true 
sort." 

" But how are we to know the true from the base 
coin ?" 

" I don't know, Eleanor. Sometimes I wish I 
did ; everything seems so hollow, so unsatisfactory. 
Difficulties spring up where one least expects them. 
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Just wlien one feels securest, sometliing gives way, 
and the future looks dark and unpromising. If I 
did but know Alice's secret ! " 

'' Ask her" said Eleanor, shortly, for this serious 
conversation aonojed her. 

^^ I have asked her offcen, and she has told me, and 
to a certain extent I understand her ; but, Eleanor, 
the knowledge only reaches my comprehension — ^it 
does not come into my heart, and I thinlf and think 
till I am weary. I am sometimes afraid I shall 
live to find my life a burden to me. Even this 
little darling, that God Himself has given me, wiU 
not always fill the void I often feel. One feels as 
much alone sometimes as if one were solitary on 
earth, without ties or kindred." 

** Lilian, dear, you are low-spirited to-night," said 
Eleanor, soothingly. "Coming into the drawing- 
room has wearied you. Remember, you are not 
strong yet, and Basil's defection has put you about. 
You shall go to bed now, and think about my 
recipe for happiness. I am sure Basil will approve 
it. As soon as ever you are quite well, you must 
give a large party, though Basil and Mrs. Howard 
both say there will be nobody in town till after 
Easter ; still I dare say you may put down as many 
names on your list as you wish at the beginning." 

Wearied and dispirited, Lilian went to bed. She 
lay awake, expecting Basil would come home and 
visit her chamber, as he always did the last thing. 
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But the hours wore on, and she fell into an uneasy 
slumber, and dreamed that she and Eleanor were 
dancing at a crowded ball, and that Basil turned 
away from her, reproaching her as he went. And 
she too turned away from the gay scene, fall of 
bitterness and anguish of heart ; and she saw Alice 
Eayner far o£^ no longer worn with suffenng, but 
radiant and beautifid as an angeL She strove to 
reach her, but there was a dark, deep sea between 
them, and she was left quite alone in the world. 
She awoke, her whole frame shaking with bitter 
sobs, and all was stiU ; she was in her own chamber, 
the baby sleeping peacefrdly by her side, and the 
night-lamp burning low in the socket. 
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CHAPTEE IX, 

THE GAT WOELD. 

** All night have the roses heard 

The flute, violin, bassoon ; 
All night has the casement jessamine stirr'd 

To the dancers dancing in tone; 
Till a silence fell with the waking bird, 

And a hush with the setting moon/ - Tbnnysok. 

MoBE than a year had passed since the conversation 
thus recorded. It was a beautiful summer^ and the 
height of the London seafion ; and while the woods 
and deUs of old England were donning their loveliest 
array, and wooing the passer-by to tarry among their 
green fragrant depths, while roses and woodbine 
were wreathing the hedgerows in the bowery lanes, 
and while the restless sea was lifting up his softest 
voice, and breaking in deep-toned murmurs on the 
rock and the shingle, or quietly rippling on the cool 
firm sand, the votaries of the great world were throng- 
ing concert and baU-rooms, or taking the air in the 
dusty ring of the Park, caring little or nothing for 
the blue sweeping streams, the breezy commons, and 
the sweet leafy nooks that were far away from the 
hot, bustling, noisy town. 
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It was past noon, and a broiling midfiummer day. 
Lilian lay rather carelessly attired on a couch, in her 
dressing-room. Eleanor lounged in a luxurious /at*- 
teuH, The breakfast things were on a small table 
between them. 

Lilian's beauty was now thoroughly matured. 
She had become an extremely beautiful woman — 
more perfect grace and loveliness were not to be 
found amid the fairy-like forms who nightly thronged 
the dazzlmg haunts of gaiety. Yet there was some- 
thing gone from the sweet brow and the deep, earnest 
eye, that, in other days, gave Lilian's expressive 
features their chief loveliness. 

The "Lily of Brough-dale" was a flower of 
fashion now. She was changed since those innocent 
girlish days, when she poetised under the shadow of 
the apple-trees in the old garden at home ; and still 
more changed from the clinging, shrinking bride, 
who had almost withered in the dry atmosphere and 
sapless soil of Hopelands. 

Lilian and her husband had never been to Hope- 
lands since they ceased to be residents there, but 
Mrs. Hope and three of her daughters were now in 
town. Theresa was no longer "an evangelical 
Sunday-school teacher" — ^that is to say, she no 
longer called herself one. Destiny, in the shape of 
a high-bom, white-handed, Puseyite curate, met her 
one day ; and straightway she was seen embroidering 
altar-cloths, and working at extraordinary vestments, 
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which she called by names unheard of before, save 
in Olivia's stores of erudition. Then she took to 
walking three miles to the daily service at Brands- 
coombe ; and, finally, Mr. Hope was one day almost 
electrified by the apparition of the Honourable and 
Bev. Ambrose Shrewsbury appearing in his library, 
and demanding, according to form, the hand of his 
third daughter, Theresa Margaretta ! 

Mr. Hope was so thoroughly taken by surprise, 
that he consented on the spot, although he cordially 
detested this clerical sprig of the aristocracy, and had 
already settled in his own mind that, if he were 
indeed a legitimate successor of the apostles, it must 
be from Judas Iscariot that his line of descent was 
traceable. Nevertheless, Mr. Hope would not retract 
his hastily-pledged word ; and there is no doubt that, 
had he dared to do so, his son-in-law elect would 
have anathematised him there and then. Mrs. Hope 
fretted ; Miss Hope was annoyed— she had a super- 
stitious dread of a Puseyite, as of a Jesuit in disguise, 
and expected to be converted or perverted by storm, 
and forced to take the veil in the nearest convent. 
Olivia liked the connection, and began to read the 
Tracts for herself. Harriet cared nothing about it ; 
and so, in due time, Mr. Shrewsbury was preferred 
to an excellent living in the diocese of Exeter, and 
Theresa Hope became his wife— and, as Basil laugh- 
ingly said, a "priestess." One or two pungent 
witticisms on that most vulnerable subjecti Tractari« 



THE GAY WORLD. 97 

anism, caused him to be excluded ^m his sister's 
wedding ; so he revenged himself by sending, as his 
nuptial gift, a crucifix^ a rosary , and a musal, to he 
ready as soon as they should he needed ! To his pro- 
found astonishment, they came not back again. 

And now, having accounted for Mrs. Hope's pre- 
sence in town, with a trio instead of a quartette of 
daughters, we will go back to Lilian. 

She and her mother-in-law managed matters better 
than heretofore. Mrs. Basil Hope had learnt self- 
control to a certain extent, and she stood upon her 
own dignity, and compelled Mrs. Hope the elder to 
.pay her at least some outward respect. But when 
Basil and his wife were spoken of, and their doings 
and sayings commented on, Mrs. Hope shook her 
head oracularly, and uttered a few mysterious sen- 
tences, which might be vulgarly translated into the 
old adag^, that '^ the proof of the pudding is in the 
eating.'' 

Lilian and Eleanor, as they sat over their late 
breakfast, looked rather wearied; and no wonder, 
for they had not returned home till five o'clock that 
morning. Eleanor, too, seemed more thoughtful 
than usual; and weU she might, for she had the 
day before refused an excellent offer from a worthy 
young man in her own town, and the brilliant match 
on which she had set her whole heart seemed quite 
as much in perspective as ever. 

'' Is it not vexatious, this illness of Elizabeth's ? " 

H 
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said Eleanor, as she sipped her coffee. ** I caniiot 
endure the thonght of retoming to Kirby-Brongh 
now; though young Eobinson will probably go 
away, it would be very awkward ; besides, leaving 
town just when we have so many delightfdl plans, 
would be too cruel ! " 

''It would be a dreadful nuisance," returned 
Lilian; ''but what can little Susan do? It is 
rather too much for a girl under fourteen to be 
housekeeper and head-nurse at once. What could 
possess Aunt Dorothy to go to Ireland I cannot 
think." 

" Oh, she said Elizabeth was quite old enough to 
be sole head of her own household; and, as for 
steadiness, you know, Lilian, she is as grave as a 
judge ; she might pass for fifty, with her bonnet 
on ; and then, aunt always thought of those poor, 
wild, motherless children in county Kerry. Their 
mamma, you know, was her Mend, and their father 
is a dreadful man. However, I wish she had stayed 
till the autumn. I shall be provoked if I have to 
go home now." 

^' And I am sure I cannot teU what I shall do 
without you," sighed Lilian. " Basil is colder and 
crosser than ever ; he told me yesterday I had quite 
a rakish look, and was dreadfully gone off in my 
appearance ; but I know better than that. Surely 
I have a right to amuse myself, when he is seeking 
his own pleasure from morning till night." 
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** And from night to morning, very often," said 
Eleanor, maliciously. '< Lilian, you are a tame little 
tiling to take it so quietly. I would know where he 
spends hia time." 

" T am not curious," replied her sister, coldly, 
though a rosy flush spread over her £ace as she spoke ; 
''and whatever reason I may feel to be annoyed 
at Basil's conduct, believe me, I have perfect, un- 
wavering trust in his good faith towards myself." 

Eleanor saw that on this point Lilian was invul- 
nerable, and she turned the subject. *\1 suppose we 
shall have cards for this hreaikfast at Eichmond ? " 

"We have them," replied Lilian; "they came 
yesterday, and I forgot to tell you ; but, can you 
imagine it ? Basil says / must not go, and you are 
better away — it is only putting you out of your 
station." 

" I am sure I am much obliged to Mr. Basil 
Hope," rejoined Eleanor, bitterly, and turning 
scarlet with anger as she spoke. "And pray why 
are you to be precluded from accepting Mrs. Carris- 
forth's invitation ? " 

'> He says the child looks pale and heavy, and I 
am to go to Bhyl or Llandudno with him and the 
nurse." 

" Go to Llandudno, indeed, in the midst of the 
season, how barbarous! And where is my lord to 
bestow himself in the meantime ? " 

"He talks of going to Korway with Captain 
h2 
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Leavers ; and oh, Eleanor, I dare not tell him what 
a mess I am in about those bills. Eeally, Madame 
sent her account in the other day, and it was some* 
thing stapendons! and what haye I had?—- just a 
dress or two, and a few gloves, and a bonnet. I am 
sure I never bought half the things she has put 
down, and Basil has no idea I owe her five pounds. 
You cannot think how disagreeable he is if I only 
hint at wanting a little money." 

"Ah!" said Eleanor, carelessly, "that's easily 
accounted fo^ ; that disagreeable Major Holmes told 
me the other day he had lost money to BasiL ; and 
if he wins sometimes, no doubt he often loses, and 
those debts of honour are troublesome things." 

"Debts of honour, Eleanor! What do you mean? 
do you think Basil gambles ? " 

" Every one but yourself knows he does ; it is no 
secret, and it is no kindness keeping you in the dark. 
Basil is generally supposed to play pretty deep ; at 
least, that seems to be the received impression. 
People, you know, my dear, who would not give 
you a hint, speak plainly to me." 

Lilian was speechless with indignation. " I un- 
derstand it all now," she exclaimed, after a long 
silence. " I see why he is so anxious about retrench- 
ing. I am to economise in Wales, in order to meet 
his gambling debts. He talked of letting the house, 
^ but I thought that was only to plague me ; now I 
see it all. Everything is to be sacrificed to his 
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extravagances. And this talk about liorses. I am 
more than half afraid Basil is involved there." 

" I know some one who met him at Tattersall's," 
said Eleanor, '' and they do say he was on the losing 
side at Ascot the other day." 

They were interrupted by the appearance of the 
subject of their discourse. Basil threw himself 
into a chair, and contemplated the two ladies, who 
quietly finished their breakfast, but did not address 
him. 

Eleanor did not go away, as she would have done 
some months since, on Basil^s entrance into his 
wife's dressing-room. She began a diligent inspec- 
tion of her tablets, and Lilian settled herself on the 
ceuch, as if for a comfortable doze. 

"Lilian," said Basil, at length, "if you are not 
quite asleep, I shall be glad to know your plans. 
"When do you go to Llandudno ?" 

"N'ot at all, or not for three months, certainly," 
replied Lilian, coldly, and with the most provoking 
composure. "As for my plans, they are scarcely 
settled yet; I have various little schemes in con- 
templation, but they are quite apart from your pur- 
suits, and I do not think the detail would interest 
you in the least." 

"Is going to Mrs. Garrisforth's breakfast one of 
the little * schemes ' you mention ? " 

"Certainly! Who would miss that? All the 
world will be there ! " 
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'^ An the world— by wbich I snppoee yon mean 
all the worid of fashion— bemg there, Mrs. Gazris- 
forth can perfectly weQ di^enae with Ida. Basil 
Hope/' 

" I do not intend that she should. Eleanor and I 
have already arranged onr dresses." 

'^I am sorry that yon have taken snchnnnecessary 
tronble. Eleanor, of course, returns immediately to 
Yorkshire. Elizabeth's illness promises to be of a 
tedious nature, and she most require the constant 
attendance of her sister." 

''Susan IB a very good child," said Eleanor, 
apologetically ; '' she makes herself very useful, and 
she is so thoughtful for her age. Besides, Elizabeth 
would be worried at the idea of haying shortened 
my visit." 

" Still," returned Basil, " a child under fourteen 
must be a very ine£S.cient manager in a time of 
sickness." 

"It will teach her to rely on herself," said 
Lilian. 

"It wiU make her a conceited little goose," 
answered Basil. " ITever tell me ! I detest your 
premature small women, ordering the next day's 
dinner when they ought to have said their prayers, 
put the doll to sleep, and gone to bed themselves ; 
or flirting with schoolboys while they are in short 
frocks, and wear their hair in a crop." 

At another time Lilian would have laughed, but 
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she merely obserred, "Your OlusfzatioiiB are too 
ridicnlons ; what do yoa know of little giils ?** 

**'Not much, I oonfes; bat one thing I know, 
Lilian: this day fortnight yon will be in Wales, 
and the nnneiy parsphemalia along with yon, and 
Eleanor will be at Kiiby-Broog^ attending to the 
preserres, and nnTiang MisB €riey, and letting little 
8nsy play the g^ey in the woods fixr a while. Good 
momingy I ha^e bnsineflB to attend to. I ahall dine 
at my club, and make the final amngementi 
abont Norway, if Captain LeaTcn is there. Good 
morning." 
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CHAPTEB X. 

THE NIGHT-WATCH. 

*^ I offer up my memory, 

Tis a drear and darkened page. 
Whose experience has heen bitter. 
And whoee yonth has been like age.**— L. E. L. 

The afternoon post brought Eleanor letters from 
home. Elizabeth was no better ; and, though there 
was i^ot any real ground of alarm, it seemed certain 
that some weeks must elapse before there could be a 
chance pf decided convalescence; and, in the mean- 
time, little Susan was quite inadequate to the onerous 
duties devolying upon her. 

There was no mistaking the appeal. The child 
wrote at Elizabeth's instance, setting forth, in her own 
simple language, the urgency of Eleanor's return, 
and, at the same time, regretting the need which 
called her so suddenly from her scenes of enjoyment. 

There was not an altematiye. Lilian, though she 
dreaded losing Eleanor's companionship, decided 
that she could not do otherwise than prepare for an 
immediate departure ; and even Eleanor, though 
feeling herself a very unfortunate and injured person, 
could not but acquiesce in the arrangement. 
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'*I never was so mortified in my life," said 
Eleanor, as she irritably rose from the table where 
she had been sitting; and in her excitement and 
vexation began to pace np and down the room. 
"It is enough to provoke a saint! Jnst as we 
have settled everything so admirably — jnst as 
everything seems turning in my favour — Elizabeth, 
who never had an ache or pain in her life, that 
I remember, falls ill, and requires my services as 
nurse! " 

Any one who saw the young lady at that moment 
would have pitied the unfortunate elder sister, 
who was to be dependent on her tender mercies 
for comfort and sympathy. Eleanor seemed about 
as fit to preside in a sick-room as to ascend the 
throne of Queen Victoria. 

And the generous-hearted, but spirited boys — ^the 
elder now almost a young man — and the gentle, 
docile Susan — one would not have given much for 
their chance of domestic peace under the rule of 
their disappointed, pleasure-seeking sister. 

''And all my dresses, and my new pink crape 
bonnet!" continued Eleanor, growing more and 
more exasperated as she thought of the glories of her 
wardrobe, and found that it was possible for flowers 
of gauze and cambric to be doomed to— 



-« blush nnseen. 



And waste their sweetness on the desert ain" 
Tor Kirby-Biough now was to Eleanor Grey no 
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better than a howling wilderness, and the respectable 
inhabitants, with whom she had associated all her 
life, had become such utter nonentities, that her 
roses and hawthorn, and her matchless lilies, might 
well be said to waste their perfection, unseen and 
unappreciated. 

In a very, very ill-humour Eleanor sat down to 
answer her little sister's letter ; and Lilian withdrew 
to her dressing-room to make arrangements for her 
evening toilet. 

While she was trying on wreath after wreath, 
quite absorbed in her occupation, her husband 
entered the room. 

How changed was the beautiful " Lily of Kirby- 
Brough ! " A year ago, and her sweet face would 
have brightened like a sylvan landscape suddenly 
illuminated by the sun, at the unexpected presence 
of him she loved so well. The Mvolous cares of 
the toilet would have been forgotten, while hs was 
speaking, and sitting near her. 

Now, as she saw his reflection in the mirror, she 
neither turned round nor manifested any recognition 
of his presence ; but she proceeded to lay one garland 
apart from the rest, and arrange the others carefully 
in a box. Her face was still, and calm, and cold ; 
every feature was tranquil and composed, but there 
was a resolution in the glance, and a fixedness of 
purpose in the delicate lines round the mouth, that 
did not escape Basil's regard. 
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Her mien, too, wore a dignity that, a few months 
before, would, have been sought for in vain. 

'' Lilian ! " said Basil, in a grave tone, when he 
saw his wife stiU intent on the arrangement of her 
flowers ; " Lilian, I wish to speak to you." 

She turned round immediately, and sat down 
opposite to him, not a muscle of her proud, still face 
moving — not a motion betraying the most incipient 
disquietude. 

*' I am come to speak to you, alone, Lilian, when 
your sister is not present to hold you under the 
influence of her inimical words and glances. I wish 
you to understand that I am in earnest respecting 
your visit to the sea-side ; as your friend, I urge it 
as most desirable ; as your husband, I insist upon 
it. You will be good enough to appoint an early 
day, and make the necessary arrangements." 

« May I question the nature of the desirabilities 
you mention? " She spoke in a clear low voice, 
without changing the expression of her face. 

"I should have thought," he answered, "the 
mother's heart needed no explanation, no urging. 
The child is not well ; he is pale and heavy : this 
air does not agree with him. The fact of his need- 
ing a change of residence is so self-evident, that I 
am certain you must have observed it." 

*' The child is not so rosy and merry as he was 
some few days since, I grant," returned Lilian; 
but there is no cause for anxiety on his account ; 
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his teeth are troublesome, and that is a sufficient 
explanation of his £retMness and change of 
looks. Are there no other reasons for my leaving 
town?" 

"MaityI since you "will hare them!" replied 
Basil, in a voice that startled Lilian from her unna- 
tural composure. " You shall hear. We are weU- 
nigh ruined ; your expenses are tremendous ; we are 
living far beyond our income ; your extravagances 
for the last twelve months may well account for a 
premature retirement from the gaieties of the season, 
and the child's health will be a sufficient reason to 
give to our friends. — Friends^ indeed/ " and he spoke 
in a tone of intensest bitterness. " I wonder how 
many of those who flatter us, and throng our rooms, 
and invite us to theirs in return, would stretch out a 
hand to save us, if we were sinking in the resistless 
tide of misfortune. I^ot <me! I know them — ^the 
hollow, false, deceitful men and women, who call 
themselves, and whom we publicly call, ourfrier^ds. 
Yes ; your extravagance calls for timely withdrawal ; 
there is no alternative ! " 

" My extravagance ? " said Lilian, pointedly. " I 
may have been somewhat too profuse in my expen- 
diture ; what then ? It is no uncommon case. I 
know much more has been spent than was intended 
when we began housekeeping, but not sufficient to 
warrant an apprehension of ruin. Mr. Hope, I will 
try to be wiser. I am, in fact, growing wiser 
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already. Only to-day I learned the nature of dehti 
of honour^ ^' 

Basil looked keenly at his wife as she spoke. For 
one moment he imagined she might be speaking at 
random ; but a glance at her pale, defiant face con- 
yinced him that she was really in possession of that 
which he had so solicitously withheld from her cog- 
nizance. He made no answer, and Lilian poured 
forth a flood of bitter reproach. She accused him of 
every possible misdemeanour, in the excitement of 
her anger, charging him with errors she knew in 
her inmost heart he had not even dreamed of com- 
mitting. The words had scarcely died on her lips 
when she repented having uttered them. But there 
was no time for softening the acerbity of her lan- 
guage, for Basil, exasperated to the utmost, left her 
presence without another word ; and, in Ave minutes, 
Lilian heard the house-door bang with a violence 
that shook the windows to the roof. 

Exhausted with her late agitation, she was in no 
state to join a briUiant party ; nevertheless she kept 
her appointment. But her presence among the bril- 
liant throng who surrounded her yielded no satis- 
faction. Her heart was weary as her limbs, and 
ached even more painfully than her head. She 
longed to be alone, to be free from the observance of 
others, to be able to cast off the mask of gaiety 
which regard for appearances compelled her to wear. 

She went home very early^ leaving Eleanor (as it 
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was her lust eyening) under the ehapermiage of an 
elderly friend. 

When she return^ Basil was still absent, and she 
told the servants to go to bed, saying that she would 
sit np for Miss Grey, and by that time their master 
would also probably come home. 

And so she was lefb to solitude. She attempted 
no occupation, neither could she compose herself 
sujBiciently to lie down ; but she paced and repaced 
the dreary drawing-room with the step of one whose 
heart is gnawed by consuming thoughts. Eleanor 
came in earlier than she expected, for her chaperone 
had suddenly grown weary, and ordered her carriage. 
She scarcely spoke, and went straight to her room, 
leaving Lilian once more to her lonely night-watch. 

Her memory was busy retracing the past; she 
went back to the Sunday night before her marriage ; 
word by word she recalled Alice Eayner's gentle 
admonition, ** that it was not good, not safe to rest 
one's peace, one's inmost self, on any mortal crea- 
ture." She remembered her own confidence, how 
she pitied that pale, pain-worn Alice, and believed 
that her hours of solitude and suffering had caused 
her to look on Hfe with a somewhat prejudiced eye. 
"Was it so, indeed? Lilian knew now the world 
needs more faith and patience, than the Christian's 
chamber of sickness and seclusion. There are worse 
pains than those which torture the body, more sub-* 
duing weakness than that of the perishable frame. 
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In the stUlness of the night Lilian wept and 
communed with herself. A great darkness was upon 
her soul; she felt that every spring of earthly 
happiness was dried up. Love ! had she not given 
her purest, her deepest, and it had failed her? 
Pleasure ! had she not sought it under every shape 
and guise— and the phantom only mocked her, and 
allured her to her confusion and disappointment ! 
All was hollow, empty, vain ! 

" Oh ! for peace, for content! " murmured Lilian, 
as she sat down at last, worn out with her weary 
pacing to and fro. " All my life I have so longed to 
be happy. I thought when I married Basil I should 
be so. Soon the illusion faded; I found thorns on 
every rose ; and now, oh ! God help me, now he 
cares for me no longer, all his love is gone, gone 
quite away ! The world, my books, my home, my 
child fail to satisfy me. I understand now why 
miserable people call for death. I cannot bear this 
craving, this thirst, this yearning after joy, that is 
never, never to be attained ! Oh ! for the quiet of 
the grave; there at least I shall be at rest; this 
poor heart will throb no longer, this weary bosom 
feel no more its pain, its void ! " 

W<mU it indeed he so? Would she lie down, 
** life's fitful fever " over, and rest well ? Was this 
miserable existence all, and the dark, silent grave 
its close ? A voice, that would be heard, seemed to 
ask these solemn questions, and conscience answered. 
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''No! it is not all; death is bat the portal to 
another life. The boundary once passed^ it U bliss 
unspeakable or angoish unknown ! " 

And so she mused, and in her blind agony fiercely 
questioned of the great Disposer of all things, whtf 
she was selected to pluck the bitter fruit of utter 
vanity and vexation of spirit ? " Why was she so 
tried, why could not happiness be hers ? " 

And the brief summer night passed ; the candles 
expired in their sockets; and the first rosy flush of 
dawn gleamed into the silent room. Lilian rose, 
and opened one of the windows; a light breeze 
fanned her aching temples, and she looked up to 
the clear, serene sky, and there shone the morning 
star, calm and beautiful, in its pure but fading 
lustre, as a spirit of the "Better Land." The 
cool air, the quiet shining star, stilled Lilian's 
great agony ; but there was no hope in her heart, 
and she lay down on the couch, with a sort of 
passive,' almost sullen, resignation iX) her fate. 

The glorious sun arose ; already the red beams 
were on the window-pane, and still no Basil. 

Another hour, and Lilian was falling into a 
troubled doze, when the door-bell rang loudly and 
long, as if pulled by an impatient hand. She 
slipped out on the balcony, and looked down into 
tho street. It was Basil, and he was leaning 
heavily against the area-raiHngs. He was ill then ! 
and Lilian flew down, in her nervousness forgetting 
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the secret of a certain patent bolt, and go detaining 
him a sotnewhat unreasonable time. She opened 
the door at last He stared, but expressed no sur- 
prise at seeing her instead of a servant, and slowly, 
and with uncertain steps, he came into the hall. 
There he sank into a chair, and sat looking at her 
with a strange vacant smile on his heavy face— a 
kind of idiotic leer that terrified her exceedingly. 

'< Basil ! " she said, at length, '^ come to bed ; 
the servants will be stining directly. Are you 
ill?" He rose then, and tried to gain the stair- 
case, and she saw it all ! 

The fumes of wine were strong as she approached 
him, and how she guided him up those weary stairs, 
step after step, she never knew. She saw him laid 
on his bed at last — their bed. She saw him lie 
there a senseless, degraded, defaced being. She 
covered him tenderly, parted the damp hair from 
his hot forehead, and then turned away to her 
own dressing-room, and wept such tears of anguish 
unspeakable, as, thank Qod, we shed not often in 
this life of chequered sunshine and darkness. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

xleakob's depabtube. 

^ The contest ends, 
Bat not the nuBchiefs ; they, still left behind. 
Like thistle-fleeds, are sown by every wind." 

Ck>WPBB. 

LniAjr slept at last. She was weary as a little 
child; and her slumber, when it stole upon her, 
was deep and undisturbed. Ear into the brilliant 
summer morning — even till the sun was near the 
meridian — she lay in that sound, quiet sleep; and 
she awoke at last, after a confused impression that 
some one was knocking at the door, to see Eleanor 
standing by her side, and eyeing her with undis- 
guised curiosity and surprise. 

It must be confessed, Lilian's appearance and 
position afforded no small ground for wonder and 
conjecture. 

8he lay on the sofa, in the same dress that she 
had worn the preceding evening, when her sister 
left her for the night; her hair was unbound, 
and hung in heavy, lustreless masses round her 
pale, sod face ; her eyes were heavy and dim, with 
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long, passionate weeping ; the lids were purple and 
swollen, and the traces of tears were still discernible 
on her pallid cheeks. 

She sat np when she saw Eleanor, with a dull 
weight of something terrible on her mind, but an 
imperfect recollection of the circumstances under 
which she had fallen asleep. Her faculties, how- 
ever, were quickened by Eleanor's rapid and un- 
ceremonious questions. 

"Why, Lilian! what on earth is the matter? 
What brings you here ? Are you ill ? Have you 
been in hysterics? Have you had bad news? 
Where is Basil? Why are you not in your own 
bed?" 

These interrogations recalled Lilian to the perfect 
possession of her senses. Whatever Eleanor might 
think, she must, she should know nothing of Basil's 
humiliation. Ko mortal eye but hers had seen 
him enter his own house in that miserable state of 
degraded humanity, and the secret must be guarded 
as though it were a matter of life and death. 

" Hush ! " she said, quickly. " Speak lower, 
Eleanor! BasH is in bed, asleep; he came home 
rather poorly last night ; he must not be disturbed." 

"And, like a devoted wife, you are sleeping on 
this uncomfortable couch, lest haply you should 
disturb his slumbers?" replied Eleanor, in a tone 
of satirical interrogation. " Or," she continued, in 
the same annoying strain, "or is he so displeased 
I 2 
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at jam reasonable objedaans to leaTing town, that 
he haa, by way of pmnkhment, sentenced you to 
temporary banishment from his bed and board? 
Have a care, my dear! His next movement wiU. 
be to lock yon up like a penrerse child, till you say 
you are sorry, and promise to do as you are bid." 

"Do be quiet, Eleanor; what foolish nonsense 
you are talking!" exclaimed poor Lilian, ber little 
stock of patience and endurance almost exhausted. 
" I tell you Basil is unwelL He does not know I 
am here. I was weary with watching, and some- 
how I fell asleep." 

" Watching your busband ! "Was he really so ill 
that you judged it necessary to sit up with him ?" 
persisted Eleanor. 

" "Watching for him, I mean. He was late, and 
I was tired. Really, Eleanor, bow tiresome you 
are. My headache is almost unendurable. I wish 
you would tell Mary to make me a cup of strong 
tea immediately." 

" Very well. I am going away in a minute ; 
but perhaps you have forgotten I am returning to 
Kirby-Brough early to-morrow morning. I natu- 
rally wished to enjoy as much of your company as 
possible for the short remainder of my stay." 

**I reaUy had forgotten; but, Eleanor dear, for- 
give me. I am scarcely awake, and my head is 
distracting. Leave me now, and go on with your 
packing; when I have had some tea, and made 
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something of a toilet, I shall be quite another 
creature. "We wiU have a quiet, comfortable after- 
noon together. I shall not go to Mrs. Pendleton's 
tatrSeJ* 

Eleanor went away to her own quarters, quite 
certain, however, that something unusual had oc- 
curred, which her sister did not intend to com- 
municate. 

When she was gone, Lilian went into the ad- 
joining bed-chamber. Basil was still sleeping 
heavily, though his thick breathing and uneasy 
posture testified to the unrefreshing nature of his 
slumbers. 

His wife bent over him, and laid her cool hand 
on his burning forehead. He did not awake, but 
moved irritably, and began to mutter something 
about "eleven to two," and the **odds" against 
one of the favourites of the race -course. Then 
there was an execration that made Lilian tremble. 
He exclaimed that he had been duped, betrayed ; 
that there had been foul play ; and that some one, 
whose name was inaudible, was concerned in it. 

Poor Lilian! heavy was her sore heart; heavy 
her aching head; and heavy, with watching and 
weeping, her dim, weary eyes. 

She dreaded his waking; they had parted in 
unseemly anger, to meet again under circumstances 
that overwhelmed her with terror and shame. She 
wondered what he would say, how he would act 
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when he awoke; and she sat still a long time, 
debating with herself whether she shonld pass over 
the affair in magnanimons silence, or whether she 
should reason with him, and implore him to renounce 
society that led to such degrading res^ilts. 

While she was still undecided, he awoke ; and, 
before he was aware of her presence, began furiously 
to ring the bell. 

Lilian advanced, and came to his side, qxdetly 
desiring to know what he needed. Had he answered 
kindly ; had he but spoken to his wife with some- 
thing like contrition, something approaching affec- 
tion in his words or tones, all might have been well 
between them. But he felt ill and angry; the 
effects of the previous night's excess were now most 
painfully experienced ; and he remembered too well 
the unjust charges and the burst of passion which, 
the evening before, had driven him to seek the 
companionship of those whose society he knew was 
fast leading him towards the paths of ruin and 
misery. He did not see the white, weary face, and 
the mute, imploring glance, which timidly and 
anxiously sought his; he saw only the Lilian of 
the preceding day, with her rosy lip curled in * 
disdain, her dark eyes flashing fire, and her voice 
uttering words that seemed almost too violent, too 
bitter, to fall from a woman's tongue. He knew 
nothing of the long night-watch, of the love that 
laid him to rest, helpless and revolting as he was ; 
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nothing of the wifely instinct that bo jealonsly 
guarded the disgraceM secret ; he knew only that 
Liliaa was extravagant, dissipated, neglected her 
child, and cahalled with her detestahle sister against 
his lawfcd authority ; that her temper was violent, 
her reproaches unscrupulous, and her heart — ^yes, 
he tried to convince himself that he believed that 
also— that her heart had grown vain and cold, and 
utterly alienated from all home affections. 

So he lay still in sullen silence, and replied 
nothing to her gentle inquiry, and when the do- 
mestic appeared, summoned by liis impetuous ring- 
ing, he gave orders for dry toast and a cup of very 
strong green tea, adding that, in case any one called 
and asked to see him, it was to be said that he 
was out of town, but would return the following 
day. 

Disappointed, indignant, and chilled, Lilian went 
away; and after a time she sought Eleanor, who 
was still busy, devising the best means of conveying 
her finery uninjured into banishment. Eleanor was 
in 'very low spirits, and by no means in an amiable 
£mme of mind; and for some time she replied to 
her sister's conversation in monosyllables^ or in the 
curtest and driest of phrases. 

At length, when her arrangements were finally 
concluded, her taciturnity gave way, and she began 
to sift Lilian, in order to discover what had passed 
between her and Basil, on his return home. That 
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there had been a yerj serions qnarrel she never 
doubted ; the trath of the case did not occur to her. 
*^ laliaii," she said, when they were both sitting 
in the drawing-room, striying with very indifferent 
success to connect two separate pages of ''Bradshaw," 
^* it is for yoUy as much as for myself, that I regret 
my sudden departure. Though you will not confess 
it, I know that there was a terrible scene when he 
returned last night, or rather this morning." Lilian 
faintly uttered a denial. Eleanor continued — "Why 
do you try to deceive me, Lilian ? I know you are 
miserable — I know Basil, with his dissipated habits, 
Ms coldness, and his tyranny, is breaking your heart. 
Now, I see it is in your mind to submit, to yield 
yourself, passively to your fate. Trust me, it will 
be most unwise to do so ; you must check, at every 
opportunity — not minister to the natural imperious- 
ness of your husband's temper. Let him see that 
you are not a child, to go where you are bidden, and 
do this, and do that, according to his lordly will and 
pleasure. Once gain a certain position, and he will 
feel convinced that you are not, and never can be, 
the slave of his behests ; but hesitate now, let him 
gain the ascendency now, and all is lost ! you will 
never be mistress of your own establishment. What- 
ever betides, you mmt go to Mrs. Caxrisforth's break- 
fast, and you must not go to Llandudno, or to Bhyl, 
or to any place more distant than Bichmond or 
Chiswick, for at least two months to come I " 
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'* I will not go to Llandudno ! I will not leave 
town dnring the season !— of that I am determined," 
replied Lilian. ''I will not be banished at his 
pleasure, moved like an automaton to suit his arbi- 
trary purposes. Kay, you need not smile incredu- 
lously, Eleanor, I will be true to myself; I will 
stay here, and know where and how my husband 
spends the hours that are certainly not spent in 
general society, and most certainly not given to his 
own home ! " 

" Indeed, Lilian, I do not smile from incredulity, 
but from satisfaction to think that you really wiU 
vindicate your proper position; and you will succeed, 
though the struggle may be long and severe. And 
as to happiness ! — why the happiness, the romantic 
sentimentality that you have brooded over, since you 
were a little thing in the nursery, can very well be 
dispensed with." 

These words brought back too many sad remi- 
niscences. Lilian melted into tears, and exclaimed 
— " But, Eleanor, I hved him ! I loved him dearly, 
dearly ! AU my life long I had yearned for that 
deep, unchangeable love, which I once thought I 
had found in my husband. His love was so precious 
to me, such a glorious treasure, and all my own ! 
And now — ^now it is all the same as though we had 
never loved each other ; he is so cold, so careless ; 
he cares nothing about my society ; he never seeks 
it; and when unavoidably we are left alone together. 



122 THE wife's trials. 

he either reproaches oad lectures me, or takes refdge 
in silence. Oh, Eleanor, never love, never marry!" 

"I never could, would, or shonld love in your 
strange, irrational style. I shall marry, if I can do 
so eligihly ; and I dare say, at first, shall he fond of 
my hnshand, and we shall agree charmingly, and ho 
called a happy couple ; after a time, no douht, we 
shall quarrel and dispute, like other married people, 
till at last we shall learn wisdom, and hecome con- 
siderate of each other's frailties, and ohserve a dis- 
tant, well-hred politeness, each one going his or her 
own way, and then we shall hecome a really happy 
couple. Tou and Basil set out with extravagant 
fondness, and novel-like devotion; hut you have now 
reached the turbulent act of the drama; you will 
end, as I said, in mutual indifference, and consequent 
tranquillity ! " 

" Never, never ! " said Lilian, passionately. " I 
would rather die than live such a hollow, joyless 
life. Eleanor, you and I are very different ; but 
take care ; you, too, may miss your aim, and your 
worldly ambition may bring you no better reward 
than my foolish idolatry has brought me." 

" I^om verrom ! " was Eleanor's only reply. She 
did see : long, long afterwards, she was filled with 
the reward of her own doings. 

The sisters saw nothing of Basil that day. Lilian 
did not again proffer her rejected services, though 
she hoped in her heart he would relent, and send 
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for her, or come to the drawing-room himself; she 
spoke of him only with coldness and displeasure. 

Early tho next morning Eleanor Grey departed. 
Basil formally hade her adieu, and politely wished 
her a prosperous journey. He sent a kind message, 
too, to Elizaheth and Susan, hut he uttered no syl- 
lahle that could he construed into the expression of 
a hope that at some future time, her visit, so unhap- 
pily curtailed, might he resumed. 

Eleanor went her way, and Lilian and Basil were 
left alone once more. Every hour seemed to increase 
their estrangement — when and how would it all end? 
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CHAPTER XTT, 

A DATOBEAX OF BETTER THINGS. 

That fair young moCfaer, and her sleeping babe! 
Her dark eyes fall at love, and low, sweet song, 
And holy cradle-hymns upon her lips." 

Whev Lilian paid her cufitomary visit to the nursery, 
on the morning of Eleanor's departore, the heavy 
looks and feverish skin of the little hoy seemed to 
hetoken something more than ordinary indisposition. 
She took him &om the nnrse, who was vainly endea- 
vouring to still his weak &etfiil wailing, and hegan 
to walk np and down with him in her arms. The 
change seemed to please him, and his crying soon 
ceased, and as he was evidently drowsy, Lilian com- 
menced singing, in a low sweet voice, one of the old 
Yorkshire ditties which, years ago, had often soothed 
her own childish cares and sorrows. 

Presently, the little head lay quietly on her arm, 
the sobs and starts were less frequent, the hot flush 
faded, and the baby-invalid was sound asleep, on 
his sweetest and best earthly resting-place — -his 
mother's bosom ! As soon as Lilian saw that he was 
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fairly slumbering, she sat down on the rocking-chair, 
and laid the child gently on her knees. The nurse 
had occupation down stairs, so the mother and babe 
were left alone. He had been from his birth a re- 
markably fine, healthy infant ; at six months old he 
was one of those wonder-children, whose beaury and 
precocity is the untiring theme of female relations 
and nurses. He was an intelligent child, too, and 
began to speak at a very early age ; and now, at 
sixteen months, he was just beginning to run alone, 
and chatter his fascinating gibberish in the prettiest 
style imaginable, when he suddenly manifested signs 
of illness, began to be fretfiil and heavy, grew 
pale and weak, and would scarcely take necessary 
food. It was clearly a case of teething, and as it is 
an ordeal through which all children must pass, and 
in which aU suffer more or less, his mother felt little 
or no alarm on his account. 

She felt happier than she had done for some time, 
as she sat there in the lonely nursery, with hei: boy 
slumbering on her lap while she rocked, and crooned 
the fragment of an old Brough-dale song. If she 
had attempted to analyse her feelings, she might 
have discovered that her cheerfulness sprang from 
the spontaneous discharge of one of her sweetest and 
holiest duties, and she might have traced the clue a 
little further, and discovered that in the tranquil 
and due performance of daily duty is an inexhaus- 
tible source of happiness and content. 
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Whilflt she sat thus she heard steps on the stair- 
case without. It was not nurse's heavy tread, or 
the honsemaid's quick, brisk trip; the cook was 
gone to market, and the page had been despatched 
on an errand that would employ him the whole 
morning. Who could it be ? 

Presently, the door was gently opened, and, to 
Lilian's extreme astonishment, her husband entered 
the room^ He seemed not a whit less surprised than 
herself, and he was going to speak, when she laid 
her finger on her lips, and pointed significantly to 
the little sleeper on her knee. He nodded and kept 
ffllence ; but he remained standing opposite to her, 
as if contemplating with pleasure the unexpected 
tableau he had discovered in the nursery. 

It was, indeed, a lovely picture ; the fair child in 
his tranquil sleep on the lap of his beautiful young 
mother — ^he with his innocent baby-face, his pretty 
light curls, and his dimpled arms and tiny hands; 
she i]i all the fiower of her extreme loveliness, with 
the mother's soul beaming forth from the clear, 
radiant eyes, and the matron's sweet gravity on her 
pure, perfect features. 

Basil lingered a little while, and thought of the 
lines he had once read with Lilian : — 

** And more and mora smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well." 

But he remembered the ehse of Mrs. Browning's 

exquisite poem, and he turned shudderingly away. 
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Though Basil had woven for himself a dark web of 
sin and sorrow since his little son first learned to 
know his voice, he still dearly loved his wife, and 
clung with all a youthful father's tenacity to the 
promise of his first-bom child. 

If Lilian had but known how her husband's heart 
beat with affection towards them both ; — ^if she had 
but guessed how pride alone prevented him from 
stooping to kiss the lips that had lulled the baby to 
his peaceftd rest ; — ^but she neither knew, nor guessed 
aught of this : she too felt proud and injured, and 
thought the first steps of reconciliation should be 
taken by him who had so provoked her to anger. 
Besides, she had made one effort, and she had been 
ungraciously repulsed, so that she felt herself more 
grievously estranged than before. 

At last Basil went away as silently as he came, 
his heart softened but not melted towards his wife, 
and Lilian remained alone, watching the quiet sleep 
of her boy. 

As she sat thus, and heard his soft, regular breath- 
ing, and noted how greatly he was changed from the 
rosy, sturdy little fellow, whose shouts and laughter 
were wont to make the nursery ring again, she felt 
herself drawn towards her child and her husband, 
and loosed, as it were, from the bonds of worldly 
pleasui'e-seeking and dissipation, which for the last 
year had so completely enthralled her. 

With Eleanor seemed to depart also much of the 
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vanity, much of the love of excitement, which her 
pernicious influence had grafted on Lilian's purer 
and hetter nature. Left alone, she began to think 
this plan of going to Llandudno was by no means so 
unreasonable. If Basil were in difficulties, it was 
certainly his wife's duty to assist him in every pos- 
sible way to retrieve his position ; and then conscience 
whispered, there were her own peculiar entangle- 
ments — ^there was Madame' s bill ! It made her turn 
faint to think about it. In the early days of her 
married life, when she and Basil were all the world 
to each other, it would have been difficult to confess 
her embarrassment ; but now that a wall of separa- 
tion had risen up between them, now that icy cold- 
ness kept them apart, it seemed impossible to lay the 
case before him. How cheerfully she would have 
worked, had she been able, to gain money where- 
with to discharge this terrible bill ; and then there 
were others not yet sent in ; she trembled to think 
what their amount might be. Partly induced by 
Eleanor's evil and specious counsel, and partly 
tempted by the bland and insinuating representations 
of tradesmen themselves, LiHan had opened many 
accounts of which Basil was in profoundest igno- 
ra^ice ; and as she herself had kept no register of 
items of expenditure, she had no idea of what the 
sum-total might amount to. But she feared greatly, 
and her whole soul sickened when she reflected, that 
perhaps Madame's horrible array of figures was only 
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one of a host of sach crael spectres, whoac visitatiGnf} 
she was feited to endure. And then she had made 
herself responsible for many of Eleanor's extrava- 
gances. The pale pink crape bonnet, nith its 
exquisite French flowers, the costly silk dinner- 
dress, and the sylphide Parisian barege, that had 
never made their appearance on their destined arena, 
but were decreed to dazzle the duU optics of the 
unsophisticated Eirby-Broughians — these, and a 
whole host of trifles — and, dear fonale Mends, you 
do know how the " little things " mount up, till you 
are certain the obsequious tradesmen has made a 
mistake! — ^these were, one and aU, entered under 
the name of Mrs. Basil Hope, and the modute would 
not send in her bill till the end of the season. 

So Lilian took counsel with herself, and resolved 
that she would no longer refuse to leave town, the 
child's health affording ample reasons for so unprece- 
dented a step ; but that she would preserve her own 
dignity, and assert her rights, by firmly holding to 
her intention of being present at Mrs. Carisforth's 
breakfast. That should be her final appearance in 
the gay world, for the season at least — ^that over, 
and it was only twelve days hence, she would set off 
for Llandudno, devote herself to her boy, and once 
more revel in her old enjoyment of country rambles, 
and poetical musings in the green woodland paths, 
and by the mountain-streams of the beautiful 
Principality. 
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It seemed quite a relief to get away fix)ni the liot 
duBty town, the glare of blazing baU-rooms, the din 
of the orchestra, and the cramped rurality of flower- 
shows. She saw herself, book in hand, sitting on 
the pebbly shore of Llandudno, watching the clear 
green waves roll up to her feet, and then break into 
a silvery crescent of white foam ; she saw the red 
sunset lighting up the Assures and the weather-scars 
of the Little Orme's Head ; and the Great Orme's 
Head rising dark and grand against the crimson 
flushings of the evening sky. She saw her little 
Basil stumbling among the small smooth pebbles of 
the beach, shouting with glee as the thunder of the 
great, waves broke around him, and looking rosy and 
strong, the admiration and the envy of all the young 
mammas whom they encountered in their daily 
rambles ! 

It was a pleasant picture, and the longer Lilian 
gazed on its vivid tints, the more it delighted her 
imagination. The splendours of town gaiety paled 
in consequence. What were the exotics of the most 
brilliant fite^ compared with the wild roses, the 
tall, gorgeous fox-gloves, the oerulean veronica, the 
graceful bindweed of the far-oflP, cool, flowering 
woodland! And Basil, too, would perhaps come, 
and the dark gulf which had opened between them 
might be closed up for ever. 

Yet, notwithstanding, between Lilian and the 
fairy-land, which she might have entered in eight- 
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imd-forty hours, had she so willed it, stood, firm 
and unassailable, the barrier of Mrs. Carisfoith's 
breakfast ! 

She had pledged her word to attend it ; she had 
covenanted with herself to win that one point ; to 
yield in all ltd that / She knew Basil was resolute 
even to obstinacy, but she could be resolute too; 
and, after the fatal disclosure of his own great weak- 
ness, surely he would not wish to assert his authority 
with the stringency he had threatened. 

For several days all things went on calmly ; Lilian 
was much in the nursery, and little Basil spent a 
great deal of time in the drawing-room. 

He improved in his health ; his fretful cries were 
seldom heard ; and, though there was a transparency^ 
a fragility about him that made experienced matrons 
shake their heads, and say all was not right with 
him, he seemed to be regaining his strength, and 
growing more robust day by day. 

It was the day before the breakfast. Lilian's snowy 
-dress lay ready for wearing; her simple white 
bonnet, with its pure lily wreath, became her te 
admiration ; the fall of her lace mantle, the perfect 
fit of her gloves, the delicate tint of her parasol, were 
all sources of self-gratulation. 

It was her last appearance for the season, and she 
had determined to gratify to the utmost her own 
exquisite taste, and her maid's penchant for seeing 
her lady arrayed in £resh and fiEraltless oostume. 
X 2 
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Basil had neyer again mentioiied tlie breakfast; 
he had been absent from home for several days^ 
but Lilian judged the Norway expedition was not 
abandoned, for the litter in the study was greatly 
augmented. The table was strewi^ with gaudy flies, 
new reels, salmon lines, and artificial bait. There 
were parcels coming in from **Parlow'»," and huge, 
clumsy waterproof boots from " Cording's." These 
were eyidently preparations, but Basil had not again 
spoken of his northern tour, so Lilian argued, that 
if he chose to be reserred in his own designs, she 
was completely exonerated from imparting to him 
her plans and resolutions. 

But this morning, as he Was preparing to go out, 
he said, " Lilian, are you ready for Llandudno ? I 
can take you to-morrow." 

** The day after I shall biB ready," she replied, 
calmly.. ** To-morrow, you know, is Mrs. Caris- 
forth's/^^tf." 

*< Confound Hrs. Carisforth and her fite!''^ he 
burst forth. " I have said my wife shall not appear 
at Chirk Yilla ; and, by Heaven, she shall not ! I 
insist on being obeyed. Lilian, you go to this break- 
fast at your peril ! " 

** Tou are very rude ! " was Lilian's answer. "I ] 

never interfere with your pleasures, though, as your 
. wife, I were well justified in doing so. Allow me 
the same liberty. I shall never disgrace you ! Or, 
at least, give your reasons for this arbitrary pro- * 

hibition." 
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^ I will give no reasons ; it is enongh that they 
exist: I forbade you, and I forbid you again, to 
leaye this house to-morrow for Mrs. Carisforth's 
villa. I repeat it, I am ready to escort you to 
Llandudno." 

** And I repeat that I am not ready to accompany 
you ; the day after, my arrangements will be com- 
plete. I have pledged my word to go to this break- 
fast, and I shall keep it. If you treated me as your 
wife,, and condescended to explain your motives, and 
veil your commands under the garb of wishes, I 
might be enabled to listen to your representations ; as 
it is, you seek to coerce me like a child, and my soul 
revolts from such unqualified tyranny. I will not 
bear it!" 

" You need not," he returned. " Tou take your 
path, I will take mine. " I will never tyrannise 
over you more ! " 

He was gone before Lilian could answer. What 
could he mean? "What did he purpose doing? It 
was evident that a crisis had arrived ; but anything 
was better than the frozen stagnation of their late 
intercourse. 

Strange to say, Lilian felt strong and nerved for 
the unnatural warfare that lay before her. 
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CHAPTER XTTT 

THE ITTE. 

<< Sleep, little baby! deep! 
"Sot in thy cradlenbed, 
Not on thy mother's breast. 
Henceforth shall be thy rest^ 
Bat with the qoiet dead. 

'^ Thine vp-tnmed eyes glazed over. 
Like harebells wet with dew. 
Already veiled and hid. 
By the conyulsed lid. 
Their pnpils darkly bine. 

** Meant up immortal essence ! 
Young spirit, haste, depart ! 
And is this death ?— dread thing I 
If such thy visiting. 
How beautif al thoa art ! " 

Cabolinb Boif lbs. 

All that day Lilian felt restless and uneasy. Basil's 
ambiguona speech did not frighten her, but it per- 
plexed and irritated her greatly, and it was a great 
relief to her when some friends dropped in during 
the afternoon — ^which, of course, is included in a 
fashionable morning — and talked over the coming 
glories of the fSte. Lilian mentioned her intended 
departure, for she fully resolved that with Basil, or 
without him, she would keep the child in London 
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110 longer ; and she met, as she had expected, with 
a host of objections, dissuasions, and raillery. But 
she held firm to her purpose ; the light words of her 
gay acquaintances were powerless as eommer-spray 
against a rock. Eleanor, only, was able to sway her 
determinations from good to evil. 

She was engaged to a select dinner-party in the 
next street, but she went late and returned early, 
and busied herself till late at night in seeing that 
her maid and the nurse had made all due prepara- 
tions for the Cambrian journey. 

"Had Mr. Hope been home?" she asked, the 
last thing. The reply was in the affirmative; he 
had returned about seven o'clock, apparently to 
inspect some rods and a landing-net that had just 
arrived from "Farlow's," and he had left word 
with Tom, the page, that he should probably not be 
at home till the following noon, and that, conse- 
quently, no one was to sit up. 

" Oh, very well ! " said Lilian, quietly, as she 
dismissed Tom *^ to his own regions; but her h^art 
swelled within her. It was enough that he absented 
himself without explanation the whole night, but 
the insult of communicating with her by a verbal 
arrangement with the servants was altogether in- 
tolerable. It was not a message even ; she gathered 
that her name was not mentioned. Tom was the 
only person to whom Mr. Hope chose to reveal his 
movements. 
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I 

The inoming rose clear and sbining. It was th» 
rery day for Mrg. CarisfDrth's roial breakfast. The 
sky quite cloudless, and yet a cool breeze to temper 
the ferrent rays of the son. While lilian was idling 
over the Morning Post and her cup of coffee, nurse 
came knocking for admittance. 

**"W"ell, nurse!*' said Lilian, cheerfiilly, "how I 

is your charge this beautiful morning? — you had 
better take him into the square-garden ; but first 
bring him here ; he always likes to see mamma before 
he goes out." 

"Please, ma'am," said the functionary of the 
nursery, with a grave face, "littie master is very 
poorly again this morning ; I have had a shocking * 

night with him. I have been carrying him in my 
arms nearly ever since I undressed myself. I could 
not lie five minutes together, he screamed so, the 
poor dear lamb ! I'm sure, ma'am, there are no end 
of teoth shooting and working in his poor little gums ; 
perhaps they ought to be lanced. I think Mr. Parker 
had better see him at once. I'm afraid of the respon- 
sibility. "Why, bless you, ma'am, I've known lots 
of children took off like nothing with their teeth. i 

All brisk in the morning, and dead at night, pretty 
lambs ! " 

" Hush, hush, nurse ! " said Lilian, imploringly, 
" Send Tom for Mr. Parker this minute ; and I will 
go to the nursery at once." 

She found the littie boy in the housemaid's arms, ^ 
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for he was too fretftil to lie in his cot ; and he cer- 
tainly looked ill enough to justify nurse's alarm, 
fie stretched out his arms, and cried '< mamma" 
most piteously ; and Lilian sat down and began to 
rock him, and sing to him, as she had done on the 
morning when Basil surprised her in the nursery, 
fier low musical song seemed to have a magical 
effect, for again the pitiful wailing ceased, the little 
hands were quietly folded, and the heavy eyeHds 
closed on the flushed, feverish cheek. Baby was 
fast asleep when Mr. Parker came, fie would not 
disturb him by examining his mouth; he would 
come again, he said, in a couple of hours; in the 
meantime he felt his pulse, looked at his skin, and 
asked nurse all necessary questions. 

*^ I will prepare some medicine immediately," he 
said, when all his interrogations were satisfied. 
'^ fie must have it as soon as he awakes ; he is very 
unwell, poor little fellow ! " 

" Is there danger ? " asked Lilian. 

"There is always danger with young children," 
said the doctor ; " the thread of their little lives is 
so frail, so uncertain! yet there is an elasticity in 
the infant constitution that often astonishes us 
medical men, and there is a resistance against the 
strength of disease that is truly marvellous in such 
tender things ! " 

" But in this case," urged Lilian — " in my boy's 
case — is there any danger ? " 
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"My dear lady," replied Mr. Parker, "there is 
no danger at this moment. You have no cause to 
alarm yourself as things now are ; but if certain 
symptoms were to supervene, if convulsions were to 
appear, there would be the most imminent peril. I 
cannot say there is no reason to dread this ; but I 
hope it may not be so. In the meantime keep him 
cool and quiet. Give him the medicine I shall send, 
without fail, and watch him carefcdly through the 
day." 

Mr. Parker bade LUian good morning. She wad 
in a state of most uncomfortable perplexity. She 
would willingly have foregone this unfortunate 
breakfast. She had very little hankering after the 
gay scenes that awaited her. But then Basil would 
triumph. He would never believe that solicitude 
for the child had kept her at home. He would 
attribute it all to his own firmness and unswerving 
decision. 

And yet, if the baby should be worse ! if he should 
die during her absence ! if, in his agony and weari- 
ness, he should cry " mamma " again in those piteous 
accents, and no mother should be within reach to 
comfort and soothe him! It was a struggle, and 
sometimes it seemed as if Lilian's better feelings 
would prevail. 

But the child awoke, took the prescribed medicine, 
and went to sleep again in his cot. The doctor did 
not arrive at the time he mentioned ; he had been 
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suddenly summoned to attend a dangerous and urgent 
case, and his assistant, who came to report progress^ 
declared that the young gentleman was going on 
very favourably. He must take another powder 
about four o'clock, and be placed in a warm bath 
at night. 

So Lilian went again to the room where her 
snowy floating robes were duly spread out by her 
maid. There seemed no reason why she should 
stay at home, and give Basil so great a triumph. 
I^'urse was careful, and far more experienced than 
herself; the cook, too, was a widow, and had been 
a mother, and knew all about teething, and she and 
nurse got on famously together. 

An arrangement was made, that if the child 
manifested any of the imfavourable Symptoms de- 
scribed by Mr. Parker, Tom was instantly to be 
despatched to Chirk Yilla, and she would return 
home at once. At all events, she meant to leave 
very early; she did not mean to stay for the ball 
at night — she never intended that; she would be 
in her own house again before ten o'clock. The 
breakfast was fixed iorfottrf 

"No Basil made his appearance. Lilian dressed^ 
and looked " beautiful exceedingly ; " but there was 
a shade on her face that neither sunshine, flowers^ 
nor flattery could banish. 

Chirk Yilla was reached at last. The grounds 
were thronged with all the elite of the fashionable 
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world, for Mrs. Carisforth and her dije^nefs- 
ehampStre were the rage just then. 

How brightly the sun shone ! how cool were the 
verdurous alleys of umbrageous elms ! how glitter- 
ing were the fountains, and the mimic lake, on 
whose crystal bosom reposed the stately swans and 
the lovely water-lilies! And the flowers in the 
green-house, hot-house, and garden were all in per- 
fection ; exotics of gorgeous colouring and startling 
magniflcence seemed indigenous to the soil in which 
they grew ; unheard-of plants were clambering the 
lofty trellis-work of the grand conservatory ; globules 
of snow, bells of richest rose-hue, wax-like petals 
of all delicate tints, leaves, glossy as satin, met 
the eye at every glance, while the more ordinary 
beauties of the green-house and of the parterre were 
smiling in boundless profnsion and perfection of 
bloom. 

The dejeuner was spread in a large marquee ; and 
many tents scattered among the trees, and the 
miniature temple, all brilliant with flowers, and 
wreaths, and Parian statuary, were thronged with 
guests. Lilian was welcomed by many to whom 
she was known, and joining a party composed of her 
most intimate acquaintances, rambled over the fairy- 
like haunts to which she was led, with mingled 
wonder and delight. 

It was an unanimous Verdict that Mrs. Carisforth's 
fSte was decidedly the fSte of tie season ! l^othing 
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had been seen like it! an imitation would be an 
absurdity ! an impossibility 

At first, Lilian felt her spirits rise to gaiety, but 
in a little while a shade seemed to steal oyer the 
beautiM powers, the green sequestered glades, and 
the sparkling waters. The sun still shone in the 
calm western sky; golden lights were streaming 
through the thickets, and between the trunks of the 
tall trees ; the fountains still rose and fell with their 
musical murmur, and the gay throng were waxing 
every hour more joyous and more mirthful ! 

The shadow was at Lilian's own heart. She had 
gained her end ; she was at Chirk Yilla, where she 
had declared, in spite of her husband's tyranny, 
she would be. But now a dark dread of his dis- 
pleasure came upon her. Suppose he left her, 
never cared to see her face again; such might be 
the meaning of his words ! Suppose the child were 
even now worse— dying — ^and his unnatui'al mother 
was enjoying herself at a brilliant /<^^tf ! 

Her suppositions became fears; her fears pre- 
sentiments ; agony blanched her cheeky and hushed 
her voice. She was the centre of a gay circle; 
some of the first men of the day were paying their 
devoirs to the beautiful and graceful women who 
composed it. Her fascinating hostess was by her 
side, rallying her on her silence and abstraction; 
when, on a Httle mound, not far ofip, as if seeking 
some one out from the throng, stood the familiar 
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form of Tom, and with him one of Mfs. Caiisforth'tf 
servants. ** There is my page!" cried Lilian, im-^ 
petnonsly; "oh, my child!" She sprang np, and 
rushed like a mad creature through the crowd, that 
parted instinctively at her approach. 

One of her friends — a kind^ elderly gentleman — 
offered his arm. But she burst away; she could 
not be trammelled now with the shadow of ceremony 
or etiquette. She reached the mound, and stood 
before Tom, panting, and unable to speak ; but 
clasping her hands in mute supplication to hear the 
worst immediately. 

"The child was mnch worse; m violent con- 
vulsions. Mr. Parker was there, and he said missis 
must be sent for that minute ! " 

Lilian's carriage was not at hand; she would 
have sped away on foot; but the page had driven 
down in a cab, and it was still at the gate. They 
drove home at a dangerous speed; but Lilian, 
thought the delays were innumerable, and the pace 
a snail's creep. At last the cab drew up. Lilian 
was at her own threshold; and now her heart 
throbbed as if she were a convicted eriminal, and 
she feared to enter, knowing not what might greet 
her. The hall-door was open, and slowly, trem- 
blingly she ascended the stairs. On the nursezy 
landing she paused to listen, but no sound met her 
ear. She could bear no more suspense ; she entered 
the room. She never forgot the scene she beheld 
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there — the group that was gathered round her 
old seat, the rocking-chair. ThJb nurse had the 
child in her arms; he had just heen lifted from 
the little hath. Basil stood opposite, his face white 
and rigid as marhle, and his eyes bent in unutter- 
able anguish on his dying child. The cook knelt 
by the nurse ; she was chafing the cold feet of 
the little sufferer, and the housemaid was weeping 
by the cradle. Mr. Parker stood somewhat apart, 
near the window ; his sad looks, his passive inaction, 
showed that human skill was vain. Lilian came 
forward, and the cook sprang to her feet to make 
way for her mistress, and the miserable mother 
bent down to take her child in her arms once 
more. But Basil resolutely held her back, and 
Mr. Parker interposed. **Do not," he said, <*the 
movement would be too much." 

So she knelt down, and gently took the tiny 
damp hand in hers. The convulsions were over 
now ; but life was fast ebbing ; and in the fading 
twilight they watched the faint irregular breathing,, 
and the changing face of the little one. At last, 
the whole frame quivered ; the eyes opened as if 
in bewilderment and surprise; the lips trembled, 
the white lids fluttered, and then closed. A little 
sob— a half-drawn sigh — and there was one angel 
more before the throne of God I 



144 THE WIFE^S TBIALS. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE DAWN OP DAT. 

" It breaks— it comes— the misty shadows fly; 
A rosy radiance gleams upon the sky ; 
The mountain-tops reflect it cahn and clear; 
The plain is yet in shade;— but day is near! " 

Mackay. 

And the little child was laid to rest, in the dim 
old chapel at Hopelands, where, for nearly three 
centuries, tj^e Hopes had been gathered to their 
fathers. 

Basil stood by the open vanlt, while the white- 
robed rector solemnly read the appointed bnrial 
service for the dead, and by his side were his father 
and mother, and his sisters, Mary and Harriet ; but 
Lilian was not there. Ever since the night of the 
child's death, she had lain like one in a wakiag 
trance. In after years, she said she could never de- 
scribe her sensations — ^never understand the strange, 
fearful torpor that seemed to envelop her faculties. 
She knew her boy was dead, but she felt none of 
those maternal agonies that might have been looked . 
for in a woman so sensitive, so impetuous as Lilian. 
There was a void in her heart, a weight dull and 
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heavy on her spirits, and a languor on her physical 
£rame that frightened her attendants. She endured 
none of those sharp intolerable pangs, the offspring 
of mingled grief and remorse, which sometimes make 
reason totter on her throne ; but a settled pain lay 
always, wearingly and consumingly, on her heart; 
she never tried to employ herself, she never spoke 
save to answer necessary questions in the briefest 
manner, and she seldom moved. Her hands hung 
listlessly by her side, her eyes, always tearless, 
sought no one's face, turned to no familiar object ; 
it seemed as if the bodily form alone lay on the 
curtained bed in that quiet room, while the spirit 
slumbered or wandered far away into the shadowy 
regions of an unknown world. 

Basil never came to comfort his wife ; he began 
to loathe the woman who had lefb her sick infant to 
go to a gay party of pleasure ; he turned indignantly 
from the vain, heartless mother ; and the hour that 
should have drawn those alienated hearts once more 
into conjugal sympathy and tenderness parsed away^ 
leaving the gulf wider and deeper than ever. 

After Basil returned &om the funeral of his little 
son, he resolved to remain no longer under his own 
roof. His Mend, Captain Leavers, was impatient to 
set out on his fishing expedition, and he fretted at 
every day's delay. He would hear of no companion 
save Basil, and he would not go alone; and so, 
loosed from all home a£fections, and importuned 



146 THE wife's trials- 

aimost hourly by Leayers, he suddenly made up his 
mind to go next day, and betake himself to salmon- 
fishing on the ITorwegian lakes and rivers for the 
ensuing weeks. 

fie bade Lilian a formal adieu, and she was left 
alone in her soHtary chamber, with no Mend, no 
more loving attendant than her own maid. 

One evening, after a day of storm and wind, the. 
Biin broke forth, the rain-clouds rolled heavily away, 
and before nightfall the soft blue of the summer sky 
spread itself over the populous haimts of the noisy 
city, and the aristocratic precincts of the West End. 
Lilian rose &om her bed, and, without ringing for, 
her maid, tremulously arrayed herself in the first 
garments that she could find. The astonishment 0/ 
the girl was extreme, when she returned from her 
gossip in the kitchen, and found her mistress sitting 
by the empty grate, exhausted almost to fainting by 
the exertion of dressing, and yet more by the revul- 
sion of feeling that almost overpowered her, as she 
put on the garments of every-day life once more. 
Lilian ordered her maid to bring her some tea, and 
when she had taken it, she felt stronger and consider- 
ably revived. The long torpor was over, and she 
began to feel restless, and oh ! so sore-hearted. 

Feebly she made her way to the drawing-room ; 
that room that had witnessed her pride, her vanity, 
her agony of spirit through the dreary night-watches 
and now her loneliness, her desertion, her utter 
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hopelessness. She sat down in her accustomed 
place, Ustlessly gazing at -the blue sky, so vivid 
after the rain, and flecked with bright white clouds 
driving swiftly to the south. The street was very 
still ; there seemed a lull in the hurry and bustle of 
London life, and the house, too, was silent as the 
grave. I^o sound of baby-laughter, no voice of 
childish pain or passion broke on the perfect quietude 
of the upper rooms ; no hasty ringing of bells; no 
quick, manly tread ascending from the study ! All 
was hushed as night, or death. 

The stiUness became to Lilian awful, then un- 
bearable, and the tranquillity of the outer world 
seemed to force on her a strange unnatural compo- 
sure ; for, while she leaned back in her large chair, 
gazing at the soft blue evening sky, her breast was 
thrilled with anguish, her soul died within her for 
very bitterness and despair, and yet she kept back 
the burning tears that swelled under her heavy eye- 
lids, and drove down ihe sobs and sighs that were 
longing to escape into audible life. It was a relief 
when the postman's sharp double knock thundered 
fax down the street. ITearer and nearer it came, 
and Lilian was sure he was bringing her a letter, 
though she guessed not, and cared not, from whom. 

Yes, there were the two characteristic strokes at 

the haU door, and a minute afterwards the page 

brought a letter on a salver. It was from Eleanor, 

a long epistle of condolence and consolation; but 

l2 
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Lilian never tried to read it. Eyen the sight of 
that handwritiiig sharpened her pain ; she conld not 
bear to think of Eleanor. As she was folding np 
the letter, her eyes fell on a once dear and familiar 
name — Alice Eayner. "Do you know," ran 
Eleanor's epistle, " they say here that Alice Rayner 
is dying ; and what is very strange, she is not at 
Kirhy-Brongh, nor has been this long time. In the 
spring she became much worse, and that old uncle 
who keeps one of the royal lodges in Windsor Park, 
would have her up to London for the. best advice. 
You know he is her mother's brother, this Mr. 
Brookes, and he has often and often begged Alice to 
come and live with him ; but she never could make 
up her mind to leave Yorkshire. Now, however, it 
seems his only daughter and child has married, and 
gone to Canada, or Australia, I forget which; and he 
spoke so much of his loneliness, and dwelt so strongly 
on some new kind of medical treatment that has been 
very successful in cases like hers, that she thought it 
best to yield to his wishes. And so the old gentle- 
man actually came here, all the way from Windsor, 
and took Alice home with him. At first, they say, 
she was better, and went out a great deal in a little 
donkey-carriage they keep, but when the hot weather 
came she drooped and faded, and now the doctors — 
and Mr. Brookes has spared no expense, but con- 
sulted .the very best authorities — say she is dying, 
and cannot live many weeks. How strange that 
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Alice has been in town, so near us, and we did not 
know it ; but if we had known, she was quite out of 
our circle ; and even now she is within twenty miles 
of you, and you could go and see her if you liked : 
but I would advise you not, you have already had 
too much to endure, and your poor nerves need no 
farther shock/' Here followed more condolences, 
but Lilian did not read any more. 

Alice dying! Alice in town, without letting her 
know, or calling! But then she remembered how 
she had neglected Alice, by leaving her letters un- 
answered, and by writing short formal epistles, when 
tardy conscience at length forced her to take up her 
pen. Ever since her marriage this had been more 
or less the case, and it was not probable that Alice, 
during her brief visits to town, would be in a condi- 
tion to pay visits, even to an old friend, and that 
Mend one who had so cruelly and coldly neglected 
her. "And yet," said Lilian to herself, "it was 
not that ; all my neglect, all my heartlessness, could 
not estrange Alice; she was too good, too noble- 
minded, and she is so still. She was unable to 
come to me, or I know well I should have seen her ; 
but why did she not write — just a little note — a 
line to say where she was staying, and to ask me to 
go to her?" 

Then a thought flashed across Lilian's mind, and 
she rose, with all her old impetuosity, to seek what 
she wanted, but it would not do ; her head swam, 
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and she tottered^ and almost fell, before she crossed 
the room. She sat down before a china bowl, 
placed in an obscure comer ; she drew it towards 
her, and began to examine its contents. 

Thej seeemed miscellaneons enongh — ^inyitation 
notes, visiting cards, small bills, paid and unpaid, 
memoranda, dried rose leaves, and lavender, and old 
letters and circulars. Many of the latter, and even 
some of the former, were unopened. Lilian had 
grown terribly careless of late, and if a note were 
brought to her at an inopportune moment, she had 
accustomed herself to toss it into the china bowl, 
there to await her leisure, or be forgotten, as the 
case might be ; and she feared that Alice had writ* 
ten, and that, having failed to recognise the writing, 
the missive had been consigned to this receptacle of 
stray documents. It was so ; at the very bottom, 
half buried in pot-pottrriy lay a tiny note from Alice, 
begging Lilian to come to her at her lodgings at 
Pentonville, or, if otherwise engaged, to write to 
her at her new address in Windsor Park. It was 
not too late for the post, and Lilian at once began 
to write. Her letter was very short : — 

"Dbahest Alice, — Till this evening I did not 
know you had left Kirby-Brough ; I have but just 
read your note, I will explain when I see you. 
Alice, dear, all is changed with me ; my child is in 
his little grave ; my husband is fax away, and I— I 



THE DAWN OP DAT. 151 

have no hope. I would fain go to my boy, but 
I cannot; his bright home will never, never be 
mine. Let me come to you. I will tell you all, 
and you will forgive 

" Your miserable 

"LnjAx." 

From that hour Lilian nursed herself, and took 
nourishing food, that she might be strong enough 
for her twenty miles' journey. How could she 
have neglected Alice so long! For now, Alice 
seemed all the comfort that remained to her upon 
earth ; the thought of Alice was hope in despair, 
light in darkness, a gleam of heaven's sunshine, 
riving the low dense thunder-clouds of grief and 
hopelessness. Poor Lilian ! how pertinaciously she 
clung to reeds of earth ; even now in her great and 
lonely sorrow, she never thought of lifting her eyes 
to the everlasting hills, whence come strength and 
peace. 

By return of post Lilian's letter was answered. 
Two or three crooked lines, in characters that she 
never would have known as Alice's small, delicate 
handwriting, were all. They bade Lilian come 
immediately, "for the time was short." 

It was still early morning ; indeed, Lilian had not 
yet risen, and there was abundance of time to make 
all needed arrangements, and depart that very after- 
noon. 
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Slie rang for her maid; told her that she was 
suddenly called to yisit a sick — ^perhaps a dying — 
friend, and that her trunk mnst be packed forthwith. 
She despatched the page for a " Bradshaw," and 
then she lay back in her bed, thinking of all the old 
time — of Alice, in her bright, joyous youth, and in 
her first serious illness ; of Alice, patient and calm, 
on her conch of suffering, through many a sunshiny 
spring and glorious summer, through many a golden 
autumn, and happy, festive winter; of the last 
Sabbath evening, when she had taken her farewell 
of Alice, and received from her the little, worn 
Bible, that had been her solace and companion day 
and night all that long, weary season of pain and 
isolation from the world. That little precious Bible, 
with its dark morocco binding, its faded, tarnished 
gilt edges, and its soiled, pencilled pages — ^where 
was it ? 

It was long since Lilian had seen it; but she 
fancied it was in a drawer with other disused articles ; 
so she rose and sought it in the dressing-room, and 
there it was, with many other things that reminded 
Lilian of the days that were no more. 

She went back with the little volume in ber hand, 
and opened it. The leaves naturally fell apart at 
one place, where they had often remained fixed for 
hours, when Alice needed strength and comfort. The 
first words that met Lilian's gaze were the opening 
verses of the fourteenth chapter of St. John's Gospel 
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— " Let not your heart be troubled : ye believe in 
Grody belieye also in Me. In my Father's house are 
many mansions : if it were not so, I would have told 
you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if 
I go and prepare a place for you, I wiU come again, 
and receive you unto myself,^ that where I am, 
there ye may be also." The sacred words thrilled 
Lilian's heavy, aching heart ; they awoke an echo 
in her soul that had never before sounded in its 
darkened depths. " Let not your heart be troubled ! 
— ^I go to prepare a place for you ! " 

Further on, Lilian read those blessed words that 
have been life, and light, and joy for more than 
eighteen centuries ; ever since the Master spoke 
them to His beloved ones, on the eve of His awfal 
agony and woe : '' I am the Way, the Truth, and 
the Life ! " 

Still farther in the beautiful, precious chapter :— 
" If ye shall ask anything in my name, I will do it !" 
And towards the close — ** Peace I leave with you ; 
my peace I give unto you ; not as the world giveth, 
give I unto you. Let not your heart be troubled, 
neither let it be afraid ! " 

And a mighty cry went up from that troubled 
human soul — " God ! Father Almighty ! give to 
me that peace — that peace which the world knoweth 
not. Lamb of God, that taketh away the sins of 
the world, grant me Thy peace ! " 

The Spirit of God moved on the face of the waters, 



154 THE wife's trials. 

and God said, " Let there be light ! " and, as in the 
old time, when brightness and beanty arose ont of 
chaos, so was there light in that fallen, sinful, world- 
worn soul ! Kot the perfect day — ^not even the foil 
.lieams of the morning — ^but a streak of heaven's own 
radiance, pure though faint ; eternal and unfading, 
though fax, far away on th^ mountain-tops. 

But as the dawn grows brighter and brighter — as 
the glorious sun rises, and illuminates even the lowly 
valleys of this earth; so that light, which comes 
straight from the Great Eountain of Light Himself, 
shines in the unrenewed heaH of man, and brightens 
more and more unto the perfect day ; ay, even unto 
that day, where the eternal noon is never dimmed 
by cloud — ^where the shadows of evening never fall — 
for they (the redeemed) shall see His face, and " there 
shall be no night there.'^ 
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CHAPTER XV. 

AUCE. 

Thoo^ paasiiig hence, my flister, 
Oh! my eiiliest friend, farewell ! 
Thoa'zt kayuig me withont thy Toi6e, 
% In a lonely home to dwell ; 
And from the hills and from the hearth. 

And from the household tree, 
With thee departs the lingering mirth. 
The brightness goes with thee/* 

Mbs. Hbiuks. 

SuMXER enmset on the stately towers of Windsor, on 
the dark torrets of classic Eton, on the green Glewer* 
fields, on the royal river winding his broad silveiy 
way throngh many a tract of goodly meadow-land ! 

Sunset on hill and dale, on earth and sky ! The 
whole landscape* was botthed in that rich soft light 
that glorifies the fall of night, in the warm, ripe, 
glowing month of August. 

Lilian gazed on the fair scene with something of 
awe; it was so calmly, grandly beantiful. True, 
there were no mighty peaks piercing the azure air ; 
no snow-clad altitudes, to be transmuted by sunset's 
wonderous alchemy into visions of celestial glory; 
no broad sea, heaving his smooth bosom beneath the 
burning radiance of the evening skies ; no foaming 
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cataract waking the echoes of wild pine-shaded 
ravines ; bnt there was a sweep of undulating fertile 
country, bounded by wavy hills; and the regal 
Thames, like a scroll of pure silver, or in some 
curves like molten gold, sweeping over the free, 
fair land. There was the grandeur of kingly towers 
and cloistered shades ; there ^ere the noble forest- 
trees ; and all resting so tranquilly, wearing such an 
aspect of settled *calm and peace, in the rosy light of 
the August afternoon. 

Lilian ended her railway journey at the South- 
western station; and here she easily procured a 
carriage to take her to the remote comer of the park, 
where Mr. Brookes' lodge was situated. The sun 
had touched the horizon when she reached her desti- 
nation. It was a roomy cottage, standing in a well- 
kept garden, and surrounded by sylvan scenery of 
the loveliest description. An old man was stooping 
down near the gate, busied with his verbenas and 
picotees, that were the pride and glory of his heart. 
He raised his head as the carriage approached, and 
seeing that it stopped at his house, he stepped forth, 
with all the grace of a gentleman of the old rSpmey 
to offer his services to the lady in alighting. 

A few words explained who Lilian was, though 
Mr. Brookes had not been slow to conjecture ; but 
they had not expected their guest till the following 
day, or even later still. 

The carriage dismissed, Lilian stood with Mr. 
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Brookes in the bright -flowery garden. She trembled 
to ask how Alice was : she was living, certainly, for 
the little casements were flung wide open to the 
eyening air ; there was no sign of death abont the 
quiet secluded house; but neither was there any 
appearance of the invalid herself. The sound of 
wheels had called no one to the . window — ^no one 
sat there inhaling the sweet, cool breeze, so re£resh- 
ing after the sultry heat of the day — ^no one was 
gazing at the large red orb slowly sinking westward 
between the boles of the ancient forest-trees. 

At last she summoned courage. '* Mr. Brookes, 
how is Alice ? is she better ? " 

'* Alice is going home," said the old man, sadly, 
but so calmly, that Lilian did not understand him. 

'' Going home ! " echoed Lilian, in extreme sur- 
prise. "I thought for the ftiture she intended 
residing with you." 

Mr. Brookes pointed to the blue cloudless sky 
above. "Alice is going there! — ^to her Father's 
home on high — ^to the house not made with hands ! " 

" To one of the * many mansions,' to the place 
that is prepared for her," returned Lilian softly, 
thinking of the chapter she had read so many times 
since the morning. ''Mr. Brookes, may I go to 
Alice now ? " 

" Wait a little, dear lady," replied the old gentle- 
man. " Bridget ! come here, Bridget. Mrs. Hope 
is come ; go gently, and tell Miss Alice." 
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In five minutes Lilian was standing by Alice's 
side. She lay on a couch, in a roomy parlour, at 
the back of the house. The window was completely 
wreathed with roses and clematis, and opened upon 
a view of one of the forest glades, a scene of sur- 
passing loveliness. Alice was little altered since 
Lilian last saw her. She was scarcely thinner, no 
paler, and her dark brown eyes were lustrous as 
ever; but she was weaker; the white, attenuated 
hand could scarcely clasp Lilian's, and her voice was 
very low ; so low, that it needed close proximity to 
distinguish every word. 

'^ Alice, Alice ! oh, Alice ! " was all that Lilian 
could say, as she knelt by her friend's sofa, and 
kissed the meek, fading face, that was so soon to 
behold the Xing in His beauty, in the land that is 
very fax off. " Oh, Alice ! I am come back to you 
once more, like a wounded bird, that can never, 
never plume itself for flight again." 

"Not for the old flight, perhi^s," murmured 
Alice, " but for the heavenward journey. Lilian, 
dearest, you wiU start afresh, will you not ?— yon 
will meet me in yonder bright world ? " 

'< If I might, oh! if I only might !" cried Lilian, 
passionately. " And, Alice, my child, my little 
child, that I neglected !— and yet I did love it; 
indeed I did, — ^my boy is there ; and he will, I fear 
me, never see his miserable mother again." 

" Not so, Lilian ; the portals of heaven stand wide 
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open ; it needs only that one should present himself 
in his Master's name. * There is no condemnation to 
them which are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after 
the flesh, but after the Spirit.' " 

But it was too late that night to converse ^irther. 
The agitation of Lilian's arrival had sadly exhausted 
Alice ; and, ere long, Mr. Brookes came to carry her 
into the adjoining room, which had once been his 
own sleeping-chamber, but was now given up to the 
invalid. Bridget, who seemed to be both Mthful 
servant and humble friend, begged Mrs. Hope to 
leave Alive for the night; and Lilian, herself 
wearied, and still weak, was thankful to find her bed 
ready, and all things ready for her repose. And that 
night she knelt not down to repeat a mere formula, 
but to beseech Him, who ever waits to revive the 
spirit of the humble and the heart of the contrite 
ones, to bring her out of darkness into His mar- 
vellous light, and to lead her into the way of life 
everlasting. Like a little child, she asked to be 
taught, to be guided, to be governed ! — and the Lord 
heard, and gave her an answer of peace. 

In the morning she awoke refreshed and calmed, 
and the sun was shining brightly on the dewy 
'flowers, and lighting up the mossy depths of the 
dark wood. The small household had long been 
astir, and Lilian, on descending, found breakfast 
awaiting her; but Alice was not brought to her 
sofa till nearly noon. 



160 THK wife's trials. 

Mr. Brookes was gone on business to Frogmore ; 
Bridget was busy in the kitcben ; so Alice and Lilian 
were left alone to commune with their own hearts, 
and with each other. 

Seen in the foil light of day, Lilian perceived how 
fragile Alice had become, and she saw, what she had 
failed to see in the dusky twilight of the preceding 
evening, an expression on the worn, white fSewe, of 
such calm, such peace, as might have graced the 
brows of the glorified spirits before the throne. 
Lilian looked long on the quiet countenance, and 
she read in its aspect the token of departure. It 
was even .as if the lights from the windows of her 
Father's house were already shining on the mortal 
features ; as if the yearning spirit beheld some faint 
glimpses of the glory to be revealed on the other 
side of Jordan. 

"Lilian!" said Alice, opening her eyes, and 
gazing tenderly on her Mend, " the world has dealt 
hardly with you since you and I parted more than 
two years ago." 

Lilian could only lay down her work, and weep. 

" Tell me all," was Alice's request. 

And Lilian told all without reserve. She did not 
spare herself, though she spared Basil. She told how 
great had been her pride, her self-will, her neglect 
of her highest and sweetest duties; how she had 
lived without God in the world, caring only for the 

things of time ; walking not after the Spirit, but j 

I 
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after the flesh ; how she had sought for happiness ; how 
she had craved peace and content ; and how she had 
failed utterly in her search after all three, till the 
heavy hand of God was laid upon her, and her child 
was snatched from her embrace, and her husband 
estranged — it might be for ever. 

" And now," continued Lilian, " now, in my great 
need and affliction, I have found a ray of hope. I 
have been reading of that peace which the world 
giveth not, and, in seeking it, some little of its 
sweet influence has fallen upon me. "Weary and 
heavy laden, I come to Him, who calls such as I am 
to hear and follow Him, and be blessed for ever-> 
more : — surely He will give me rest." 

** He giveth rest to the weary," said Alice, ** He 
will take from you the burden of your sins ; He will 
give you rest, and satisfy the deepest cravings of 
your soul. He has led me forth by a path that I 
knew not ; He has been with me in hours of pain 
and weariness; He has long given me rest firom vain 
struggles after health and intercourse with the 
world ; now. He is going to give me the rest that 
remaineth for the children of God. This poor, 
shattered frame will lie down in the dust, and sleep 
there in undisturbed repose till the morning of the 
resurrection; then it wiU be clothed anew, changed, 
and fashioned like unto His glorious body. Oh, 
LiHanl who can teU, who can know the love of 
Christ, which passeth knowledge ! " 
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" Alice, you said well, when long ago you told me 
there were bitterer things to endure than the body's 
sickness. SometimeB, lately, I have envied you. I 
have thought it would bo far easier to lie down for 
years on a couch of pain and weariness, especially 
when there is the hope of heaven coming every day 
nearer and nearer, than to live a short life of disap- 
pointment in an evil, unsatisfying, mocking world. 
Oh, Alice ! you have been spared much ; you have 
never known what it is to make shipwreck of 
your most precious things. You have never 
loved with all the intensity of woman's love, only 
to have that love flung back upon your heart, as a 
worthless thing. You have never been misun- 
derstood, wilfully misconstrued, as I have been. 
You have never been a deserted wife— a childless 
mother." 

"No," returned Alice ; **but, Lilian, I will tell 
you now what no one knows. I have loved truly 
and well, and I believed that I was loved again. 
Perhaps I wrongly interpreted words and glances, 
that seemed to me to speak volumes. I cannot tell ; 
it does not matter now ; but my accident came, I 
was laid aside for a whole lifetime, and even had the 
love been mutual, which I never knew, it must have 
been relinquished. The sweetest of human ties was 
not for me ; I could never be wife and mother ; but 
it WM long ere I entirely gave up the hope of 
recovery, and longer still ere I bowed my head in 
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Tosignation to the Almighty will, saying from my 
imnoflt heart, * Thy wiU he done.' " 
" Alice 1 how conld yon ever say it ? " 
'' I never conld say it, so long as I strove in my 
own strength. I told myself that I was weak, that 
I was wrong, that reason and wisdom hade me snhmit 
nnmnrmnringly ; hut it was in vain. The wound 
was only hidden, not healed, and even when I 
thought I had attained something of composure, iiie 
pain hroke out afresh, and I writhed in helplessness, 
longing for peace, and crying out for repose. Oh, 
Lilian ! the physical suffering, the dreary days, the 
long wakeftd nights, were easy to hear, in com- 
parison with the hitter strife within. For months 
and years my soul was always 

** * Seeking rest, and finding none.'" 

" But rest came at last. How, Alice ? " 
'* One who, in old times, ruled the winds and the 
waves, saw the tempests of my heart, and said to 
the rehellious wiU and the proud self-reliance, 
* Peace, he still,' and immediately there was a great 
qalm! I learned to love Him in whom alone is 
eternal life ; I learned to hve Him who first loved 
me and gave Himself for me ; and in that knowledge, 
that love, I found peace and joy ; my couch of pain 
hecome a pleasant resting-place ; and I knew ere 
long that the sufferings of this present time are not 
worthy to he compared with the gloiy which shall 
k2 
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be reyealed. I tried to tldnk I was a child at school, 
learning the lessons that were needM,* and under- 
going nsefiil discipline, to train me for the home 
where at last I should surely make my abode ; and 
the more I thought of the end of the journey, the 
smoother seemed the way — ^the longer I mused on 
the brightness of the unseen world, the lighter 
seemed the gloom of the present hour.'' 

''And after that, Alice, did no regrets ever arise, 
no yearnings for the sweet happiness that might have 
hem?'' 

''Often, ofte^! but God gave me strength and 
comfort, and I had His word, with many a blessed 
promise, many an assurance that all things must 
work together for my good, and always the hope, 
the anticipation of the bliss beyond the confines of 
mortality." 

"And how does it seem now ; do you feel that aU 
has been for the best, Alice ? " 

"For the very best, Lilian! The loving child 
sees but dimly the reasons of parental restraint and 
correction ; he is fain to take it on trust, and wait 
for maturity to explain the why and wherefore of 
much that has been irksome, perhaps painM ; so I 
am content to be sure it was a Father's hand that 
inflicted the chastisement; and what I know not 
now, I shall know hereafter, for then I shall know, 
even as I am known — and so soon — a very few days 
it may be ! " 
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Lilian looked tenderly at the patient face that 
wore even then somewhat of the solemn beanty of 
an angel, and gladly would she have lain down in 
Alice's place, looking back in thankfulness on the 
past, and waiting joyfully the coming of the celes- 
tial messenger. 

It was a slothful wish, the desire of one who 
longed for the crown and the palm, but who shrank 
from the cross, and the long pilgrimage of toil and 
warfare. 

Alice understood her Mend's half-impUed wish, 
and she replied by pointing to a Terse in a book that 
lay open before her : — 

'* Thine image, Lord, bestow, 
Thy presence and Thy love ; 
I ask to serve Thee here below. 
Then reign with Thee above.** 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

QOJSa HOMB. 

^ ' But now I go where none may need 
Temple or shrine, or saintly creed : 
My earthly pilgrimage is trod ; 
Thro' Jesus Christ I go to God.' 
And gently aa a star of niom 
Fades in the splendour of the dawn; 
Or as a sunset cloud on high 
Is lost amid the radiancy 
Of crimson glow and golden lighl^ 
That glorifies the fall of night— 
So passed her tranquil soul away. 
To everlasting Sabhath-^y/'—iSacred Tear, 

Is the evening Lilian went to walk in the park 
alone. The sun had gone down, bnt the rich flush- 
ing light yet lingered in the sky, and poured down 
a new beauty on the old kingly trees, the undulating 
green sward, and the shining watercourses. It was 
an hour for self-communion and meditation on the 
mysteries of the unseen world ; an hour to think 
solemnly on the past, with its errors and its follies, 
to gather fresh strength and hope for the untrodden 
paths of temporal futurity, and to muse quietly and 
prayerfully on the evening-time of life, when God 
has promised light to all who put their trust in Him. 
Lilian had always loved the bciiutiful sunset hour ; 
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she had been wont from childhood to seek solitude 
when the shadows deepened, and the first stars stole 
out in the twilight sky, there" to dream away the 
time in poetic reverie and pleased contemplation of 
Nature's majestic calm. "Now the peaceful hour was 
inexpressibly soothing ; but her thoughts had found 
a new and wondrous channel, and fancy was no 
longer free to wing its fair, discursive flight; for 
reality, with all its present hopes, and fears, and 
cares, was weighing heavily on her spirit. 

She thought of Basil, far away amid icy moun- 
tains, and dark pine-forests, and wild, impetuous 
streams. Would he ever return to her ? would he 
ever be the same as in happy, bygone days ? She 
thought he would ; but it might be very long before 
he could be won back again to the side and heart of 
her who, despite of all folly, all temper, loved him 
80 dearly. A long, trying estrangement from her 
husband might be her punishment for the wilful 
errors of the past ; and Lilian reverently bent her 
head, saying, " I will bear the indignation of the 
Lord, because I have sinned against Him." 

Till the sunlight had quite faded, and the large 
moon was shining serenely through the trees, she 
lingered in the little wood, where she had found a 
seat on a rustic bench ; then she walked slowly to 
the lodge, wondering within herself whether she 
might gaze on that glorious, solemn beauty around 
her — woodland and dewy glade — bright summer 
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XDOon, and pale, glittering stars— and yentnre to say^ 
•* My Father made them all." 

It was rather late when she reached the lodge, 
and Mr. Brookes came out to meet her. Alice was 
already settled for the night, and Lilian thought she 
seemed comfortable and inclined to sleep. She 
would have liked to stay with her friend, but Bridget 
would not hear of it. 

'^Mrs. Hope looked white and weak enough 
already," she said, "without having her rest 
broken ; and she was used U> it, and rather liked it 
than otherwise." 

So Lilian went away to the sitting-room, and read 
the evening chapter to Mr. Brookes; for the old 
man's eyes were growing dim, and, even with spec- 
tacles, he had to pore painfully over the large print 
of his well-used Bible. He looked very pleased 
when the young lady asked him if she might read 
what he wished aloud, and he thanked her gratefully, 
and bade her choose for herself. She selected her 
favourite fourteenth of John; and once more her 
heart burned within her, as she read the words ef 
peace and consolation — 

" Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be 
afraid." 

And, as she read, she comprehended how the 
children of the heavenly King might stand secure 
amidst the wildest earthly storms, fearing nothing, 
because the Master was at the helm. 
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The next day was not so sultry as the preceding 
ones had been ; the air was cool, bright^ and clear ; 
and Alice, on her conch near the window, seemed 
invigorated by the pleasant breeze, bearing with it 
the breath of many flowers and firagrant leaves. 

Lilian sat all the morning by Alice's side, some- 
times working, sometimes conversing ; then Mr. 
Brookes came in to his dinner, and then followed 
the quiet afternoon hour, when the breeze died 
away and not a leaf stirred, not a bud or blade 
fluttered in the still, clear air. 

"I am very tiifed," said Alice, faintly, when 
Lilian bent over her to arrange her pillow. " I 
feel as if sleep were coming. What if it be the 
sleep from which one wakens on the other side of 
the grave ! "What if my weary eyelids are going to 
close for ever on the things of time ! " 

Lilian looked into the dark, quiet eyes ; but they 
shone with all their native lustre ; the hollow cheek 
was not thinner or whiter than it had long been, and 
the features wore their old expression of almost 
saint-like calm; yet, nevertheless, there was a 
change — ^that change that comes but once — ^that is 
more easily imagined than described — that, once 
beheld, is never forgotten by the awed beholder. 

It was the aspect that no mortal face may wear 
till the worn-out garment of the flesh is dropping 
from the redeemed soul on the banks of the river of 
Death ; the light that comes not from any radianco 
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of earth, but is the faint reflection of the glory that 
beams from the celestial city — ^the city of the Great 
King ! Intuitively Lilian recognised the presence of 
that dark shadow that haunts all thresholds, from 
the monarch's to the peasant's ; but here the dread 
angel came in his fairest, softest guise, like dewy 
sleep to a weary watcher — ^like the unbarring of a 
cage to a long-imprisoned bird. 

Lilian knew* that the time of departure was at 
hand, and she summoned Bridget, who immediately 
sent some one to seek her master, and bring him 
home. It was long ere he cami, for the messenger 
knew not where to seek him ; and meanwhile Lilian 
and Bridget sat watching the fast ebbing tide of that 
failing human life. The evening wore on, and there 
was no further change; but suddenly, just as the 
sunset rays were gilding the forest boughs, Alice 
rallied, and asked to be lifted on her piQows. 
''Lilian!" she said, " dear Lilian! you, too, will 
tread the way to Mount Zion, wiU you not ? You, 
too, will be of those who serve Him, doing His will 
here on earth, and at last joining with that multitude 
before the throne in the song of the redeemed ? " 

"God helping me, I will," answered Lilian, 
solemnly. " Here, by your side, Alice, before you 
go to God, I renounce the vain shadows which all 
my wasted life I have unceasingly pursued, I trust 
in the mercy of Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour, 
for the remission of my sins, and for the blissful 
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assurance of everlastiiig life ; henceforward I desire 
to be His in thought, word, and action: But I am 
yery weak, very ignorant." 

'^His grace is sufficient for the frailest and the 
simplest," returned Alice. *' I am content, Lilian ; 
God has answered all my prayers, and given me the 
desire of my heart. I longed to see you striving for 
the best things — ^the things that make for your ever- 
lasting peace." 

Then, after a pause, Alice said, ^'Is it growing 
dark, Lilian?" 

^* Yes; it is rather dusk. The sun has gone down, 
but the red light is still on the tree-tops." 

"It is the light of dawn," said Alice, feebly, but 
clearly. 

Lilian thought her senses wandered ; but it was 
not so. Alice went on, but now her voice had sunk 
to a mere whisper — 

" Lilian, I do not see the sunset light on the trees. 
I see the dawn of eternal day. The darkness is 
passing away, the radiance brightens; no more 
shadows, no more night I '' 

" You will see my boy," said Lilian. " Oh, Alice, 
tell him I loved him, and I trust to come to him 
when God sees fit to call me away ! I am glad now 
he is there ; so safe, so happy, in the bosom of Him 
who loved th6 little children." 

" I will tell him," replied Alice, " if the minister- 
ing spirits who do their mission between heaven 
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and earth have not already told him. Is my uncle 
come ? " 

He had just arrived, aud he came in to speak the 
last words of love and farewell to her he had taken 
to his heart as his own child. He hent over her, and 
took her chilly hand in his, while he tenderly kissed 
the pallid lips : and she murmured, " God our Father 
bless you, dear uncle, and bring you safe home ! " 

" A day's march nearer home ! " he returned : " it 
will be so every evening. I am an old man ; ere 
long the Master wiU come and call for me ; and then 
may I, by His grace, be enabled to say, *I have 
fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I 
have kept the faith.' Alice, my precious one, my 
own sister's child! I hoped you and I might be 
permitted to spend a few years, or at least a few 
months together, but it may not be ; it is best so : 
all is for the best. Our Father in heaven knows 
what is fittest. He is so good, so merciful. Good- 
bye, Alice ; I yield you to One who loves you far 
better ttian I. Into His hands I conmiit your depart- 
ing spirit." 

Alice smiled faintly, and then all was still. 

Bridget whispered to her master that she would 
bring in the lights. 

" Better not ; better not," he said. " She must 
not be disturbed. She is going where they need no 
candle, neither light of the sun nor moon : she will 
never look on earthly things again." 
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It was even so. Alice was passing away ; dark- 
ness and light were both alike to her ; she knew not 
whether it was evening-time or morning ; she knew 
not that Mr. Brookes and Lilian were kneeling 
beside her, that Bridget was weeping at the foot of 
the sofa ; very, very faintly flickered the last pale 
flame of mortal life; and all was silence in the 
darkening room; they seemed to be waiting to 
catch the flrst rustling of the wings of the angel. * 

"Hush!" said Alice, suddenly, and the whis- 
pered word sounded clearly in the stillness of that 
solemn hour. 

'* What is it?" said Mr. Brookes. He bent his 
head to catch the next words. Slowly, but distinctly, 
they came — " the sound of many waters ; the angels' 
song ! " 

That which had been Alice lay cold and still for 
evermore. The poor day that had suflered so much, 
so long, so patiently, rested at last. The ransomed 
soul was gone to God. 

An hour afterwards, Lilian went out into the 
garden. The solenm moon shed its chastened, serene 
light on the turf, and on the lovely flowers; the 
sky above was cloudless, and the zenith glittered 
with many stars ; all was beautiful — ^holy, it seemed 
to Lilian, in that subdued radiance, with the 
innocent flowers, the relics of a lost Eden, at her 
feet ; and the long avenues of the wood, stretching 
away like the dim aisles of some mighty cathedral; 
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and in the house behind, the visible presence of 
Death. 

" Death, death ! " she repeated to herself; "it is 
a great mystery ! One moment a partaker of the 
joys and sorrows of mortality, the next an inhabitant 
of the eternal world ! "What is the subtle thing we 
call life? what is the chain that the last enemy 
rends asunder ? The last enemy ! " 

" Yes, the last enemy to the children of the king- 
dom!" said Mr. Brookes, who came out at that 
moment and joined Lilian. *' And why he should 
be called an enemy to them I know not ; for to those 
whom he finds at his coming with their loins girded, 
and their lights burning, as servants who wait for 
their Lord, he is rather the herald of the Bridegroom 
himself!" 

" * The wages of sin is death : ' * the sting of death 
is sin,' " said Lilian, thoughtfully — almost fearfully. 
But her companion broke forth triumphantly, 
" * Thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory 
through our Lord Jesus Christ.' ' For now is Christ 
risen from the dead, and become the fbrst-fruits of 
them that slept. Death is swallowed up in victory : 
death, where is thy sting ? grave, where is thy 
victory?'" 

They went back to the house, and when the lamp 
was lit, the old man opened his large Bible, and 
taking Lilian's white fingers into the warm clasp of 
his own broad, brown hand, he said — '' Dear lady, 
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read to me the descriptioii of the heavenly Jerusalem^ 
where our Alice is gone to dwell." 

Lilian turned to the end of the Book^ and read 
that glorious revelation of the city with the golden 
streets, and the gates of pure pearl, given by John 
the beloved, in the lonely isle of Patmos. 

And then they knelt down, and Mr. Brookes 
thanked God, who had that day, for his dear Son's 
sake, gathered another soul to unite with angels and 
archangels, and all the glorious company of heaven, 
in singing the praises of Him whose unspeakable 
love brought them safely to the end of the journey. 
And with an earnest petition, that in the fulness of 
time they might also depart in like manner, and be 
for ever with the Lord, they rose from their knees, 
and gravely, but not sadly, parted for the night. 

A few more quiet days, and Alice was laid to rest 
in a sunny little churchyard, a mile or two distant 
from the lodge. It was a calm, secluded spot where 
the birds sang all day long, and the turf was fragrant 
with wild thyme. Mr. Brookes, Lilian, and Bridget 
paid the last mournful duties to the beloved remains. 
They heard, as they entered the old grey church, the 
voice of the venerable pastor commencing the ap- 
pointed service for the " Burial of the Dead." — " I 

am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord 

I know that my Eedeemer liveth, and that He shall 
stand at the latter day upon the earth." 

Then they saw the coffin borne past the font. 
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where, twenty-seven years ago, Alice had received 
baptism ; np the narow, dosky north>aisle, and past 
the marriage altar, where Providence had ordained 
she should never stand ; past the table of the Lord, 
whence for long years the heavy hand of sickness 
had detained her ; past all these, as if to intimate 
that even the hcdiest things of earth were nothing 
now to her who had gone where there is neither 
creed, nor rite, nor ceremony ; into the land wherein 
there is no temple, " for the Lord God Almighty and 
the Lamb are the temple of it." 

They heard, again, that note of holy triumph, 
*' death, where is thy sting ? grave, where is 
thy victory? " and the words of celestial consolation, 
'' Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord, even so 
saith the Spirit, for they rest from their labour." 

Lastly, the blessing of peace; and then the 
mourners turned away from the open grave, and, 
in the sweet, sunny day, walked slowly home. And 
the wild bees hunmied in the purple heather ; the 
birds fluttered from tree to tree ; the wayside flowers 
lifted up their sweet, humble heads, as if rejoicing 
in the clear summer light ; but Lilian thought only 
of her whose mortal frame they had committed to 
darkness and decay till the resurrection morning, and 
of the little one who had once been her own, but was 
now one of the eountless myriads of glorifled spirits 
in the world beyond the grave. 
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CHAMER XVII. 

OLD FACES. 

** If in thy narrow border 
Many bitter herbs are set, 
Duly trained and kept in order, 

They may recompense thee yet ; 
Use the bitter and the sweet 
As thy medicine and thy meat." 

The Dove on the Cross, 

Thebe was nothing now to detain Lilian at Wind- 
sor : Alice lay in her peacefpl resting-place, and she 
herself was stronger and better ; yet still she lingered. 
Alas ! she had no home ties. An empty nursery ; 
silent rooms, where once she had lived happily and 
lovingly with Basil — at least, it seemed so now, in 
comparison with the utter alienation that had lately 
been between them — a lonely life in the dull town, 
far away from the blithe greenwood, and the pure, 
bracing, countiy air ; — ^these were no tempting in- 
ducements to leave the kindly roof under which she 
had now sojourned for a fortnight, and go back to 
her solitary, deserted home. She had given orders 
for all letters to be forwarded to her, without loss of 
time^ and many came. Countless letters of sym- 



178 THE wife's TI^ALS. 

pathy and condolence from her town friends, more 
or less gennine in spirit ; and also a large number of 
tradesmen's accounts, who, finding out that Mr. and 
Mrs. Hope had both left town, thought it was time 
to send in their claims without further delay : but 
there was no word from Basil ; he had been absent 
almost a month, and not one line had Lilian received 
to certify her of his safety, to inquire of her own 
shattered health, or to give notice of his whereabouts, 
so that any letter of appeal or penitence might find 
bim on his travels. 

One day she accompanied Mr. Brookes to Wind- 
sor. He had business in the Castle, and while he 
was absent, Lilian, who was executing some commis- 
sion for Bridget, in Thames Street, heard the chapel 
bell begin to toll for afternoon service. She has- 
tened to complete her purchases, and managed to 
enter the choir just as the service was beginning. 
In the stall before her sat two ladies in mourning, 
and, from time to time, Lilian fancied she perceived 
something familiar in their figure and carriage. The 
prayers were over, and Lilian, as Mr. Brookes had 
advised her, sought out some one who would take 
her over the chapel. She had nearly made the cir- 
cuit of the nave, and was advancing reverently to a 
royal tomb just before her, when the ladies, whom 
she had before noticed, came towards her. They 
also were being shown over the Chapel JRoyal, and 
were evidently strangers. Lilian had lifted her veil 
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in order the better to observe the exquisite monu- 
ment of the Princess Charlotte, and as for the 
moment slie turned her full gaze on the visitors and 
their guide, she started to recognise them. They 
were Mrs. Hope and Olivia. Lilian halted, waiting 
to be accosted, wishing, yet not daring, to stretch 
forth her hand; but the mother and daughter — 
Basil's mother and sister — ^passed on with only a 
stately bend. Mrs. Hope, indeed, looked at her with 
a face of grave, almost indignant surprise ; but Olivia 
scarcely honoured her with a glance; she merely 
acknowledged lier sister-in-law ; that was all. 

When they were gone Lilian had lost all her 
interest in tombs and shrines. She listened, but 
received no impression, while the verger informed 
her that under a certain stone in the middle of the 
choir lay the remains of the fierce Harry Tudor, his 
third wife, the Lady Jane Seymour, the unfortunate 
Charles I., and an infant child of Queen Anne. She 
heard him make some explanations respecting the 
knightly banners that hung over the dark, carved 
stalls, but her mind failed to grasp the sense of his 
observations. She was thinking all the while of 
Mrs. Hope's displeased gravity and Olivia's scornful 
indifference. Had she dishonoured the venerated 
name of Hope, their treatment of her could scarcely 
have been more contemptuous, more decidedly Mgid. 

She left St. G-eorge's Chapel and went to the 
hotel, where she had ordered tea, not vrithout many 
V 2 
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misgiyings that she should again encounter her 
offended relatives. 

As Mr. Brookes did not appear, she quitted the 
inn, leaving word that she would be found on the 
terrace, or in the cloisters, if the hour of closing 
the gates arrived before he came to seek her. She 
thought she heard Olivia's voice in the adjoining 
room, and she was most anxious to be out of the 
house, shrinking as she did from any further meeting 
with her husband's hostile kindred. She believed 
that Mrs. Hope and her daughter avoided her as 
a disobedient wife, &a unnatural mother, and a 
frivolous, pleasure-seeking, vain woman of the world. 
They did so, certainly ; but she, in her dejection and 
innocence, little guessed how scandalised they were 
at meeting her, thus walking abroad, in so public 
a place as Windsor, without attendance ; and when 
many persons knew, or suspected, that some kind of 
separation had taken place between her and her hus- 
band ; when the fact of her being at Mrs. Carisforth's 
f^te, against the express command of Mr. Basil, and 
while her child was actually dying, had somehow 
become patent in certain circles. 

She little thought — ^poor, subdued Lilian ! — ^that 
that very night a letter went forth to Norway by the 
Windsor post, containing this paragraph : — 

^* Windsor is very gay, but Olivia and I keep 
ourselves secluded, as we must needs do, considering 
the recent death of your little boy, and your own 
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unfortunate domestic position, wHcli, unhappily, is 
not quite a secret among ourselves. You will be 
astonished to hear that, this afbemoon, we met your 
wife amusing herself within the precincts of the 
Castle. She looks very well, and in good spirits, 
and was altogether unattended ; even her maid was 
not with her. Of course we did not speak ; Olivia 
merely bowed. I endeavoured to convey into the 
expression of my countenance as severe a rebuke as 
if I had fcdly uttered my surprise and indignation 
in words." 

Then came maternal condolences, not unmixed 
with reproaches, for having married a person so 
unworthy of the station she was called to ML. Alas ! 
poor Lilian ! 

It was" rather late before Mr. Brookes eoncluded 
his business, and he found Lilian walking gravely 
and wearily by Cardinal Wolsey's tomb-house. 

" Zings and queens lie here," said the old man, 
as they stood at the eastern end of St. George's 
Chapel ; " they dwelt in palaces, and wore regal 
robes, and all men did them reverence ; but 'they 
are equal now with the meanest of their subjects. 
Those of them who have passed into the mansions of 
the redeemed are not more, blessed, more glorious, 
than my Alice in her crown of righteousness and her 
spotless garments : for there all are kings and priests 
to God!" 

Thoughts of Alice filled both their hearts, and, as 
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they droTe home in the twilight to the lodge, little 
conTersatioii passed between them. They were seated 
at the supper-table, when Mr. Brookes exclaimed — 

" I beg your pardon, Mrs. Hope, I have a letter 
for you. I found it at the post-office when I went 
to inquire for my own." 

Lilian stretched fortb her hand rather impatiently; 
she hoped, nay, she half fancied, it was firom Basil. 
This long, relentless silence of his was becoming an 
intolerable pain ; and she would have welcomed the 
most reproachful sarcasms, the bitterest vituperations 
from his pen, rather than continue to endure this 
dreary blank — ^this weary, weary void. She even 
began to enter into poor' Desdemana^s adjuration, 
** Oh ! stay with me, and curse me ! " 

She was disappointed; the direction was in a 
delicate female hand, and the postmark was London, 
not Christiansand. 

Slowly and indifferwitly she opened it ; but when 
she saw its contents, her colour rose, and her eyes 
ran eagerly down the paper; when they came to 
the bottom she uttered a faint shriek, and turned 
so pale that Mr. Brookes feared she was going to 
faint. He poured out a glass of wine, and placed 
it before her, begging her to drink. 

" Don't 1 " she replied, in a hoarse, tremulous 
voice. " Thank you, I cannot ; I am sick! What 
shall 1 do?'' 

"Forgive me, Mrs. Hope," respectfully inter- 
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posed her companion, "but can I serve you in any 
way?" 

She shook her head, and, after a moment's hesi- 
tation, laid before him the paper, which he had 
already perceived to be a bill. 

It was the one that Lilian dreaded — ^the bill from 
one of the first modistes in town, for all Eleanor's 
extravagances, and very many of her own. The 
sum total was large — ^large even for a fashionable 
lady ; to the unsophistocated Mr. Brookes, who had 
thought himself very liberal when he gave, from 
time to time, a five-pound note to his daughter, for 
Iier private expenses, it seemed tremendous and 
ruinous. He looked up inquiringly, and rather 
bashfrilly, at his guest. 

" This is one of many," she said, despairingly ; 
**but this is the largest." 

" Mr. Hope must pay them," said Mr. Brookes 
gravely; "he, as other men, is answerable for his 

wife's " he hesitated for a moment — " for his 

wife's dehts,'' 

"I am aware of that,'* replied Lilian; **but I 
dare not let him know it ; he would never forgive 
me. Besides, all is wrong between us now." 

"What is wrong between you, Mrs. Hope?" 
said Mr. Brookes, kindly. "Dear lady, I am an 
old man. I have seen much of the world and its 
entanglements. Perhaps, if I knew where the 
difficulty lies, I could advise you; but you must 
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tell me candidly whether the greater hlame is with 
you or with Mr. Hope ? " 

^' It is I who am most to hlame," replied laliaii ; 
and then she told Mr. Brookes the whole history of 
her married life, ending with the final misunder- 
standing hetween herself and her hnshand; not 
attempting in the least to justify her misconduct^ 
or extenuate her absence &om her child, by any 
force of circumstances. 

Mr. Brookes was silent. He was no sage — ^no 
diplomatist ; but he was an upright Christian man, 
possessed of excellent sense, fine discrimination, and 
a measure of delicacy and refinement that seemed 
almost inconsistent with his station in society. 

" "What must I do ? " asked Lilian imploringly ; 
for she intuitively recognised his sound judgment, 
and the clearness of his perceptions ; and she feared 
his silence intimated the hopelessness of her case. 

<<My ^dear!" — he spoke as if it were his own 
child he were counselling — "you must win back 
your husband's heart/' 

**But how — how?" asked Lilian earnestly. "I 
have no influence with him ; he thinks me worse 
than I am; he misunderstands me; he prejudges 
me continually; and there are those who do their 
utmost to widen the breach between us. How can 
I, under these adverse circumstances, win back my 
husband's heart?" 

** My dear, may I speak plainly to you, as I 
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should speak to my own Catherine, if she were in 
EngloQd, and if (which God forbid !) she stood in 
the same nnhappy position as yourself ? " 

" Say what you please ; act like the surgeon, who 
probes the festering wound to the core, and heeds 
not the shrinking of the patient whose life he is 
saving." 

"You must win back his heart, I said: but it 
cannot be done by tears and lamentations ; mere pro- 
fessions of contrition will avail nothing ; melancholy 
and pining wiU be ineffectual. You cetn only win 
back the inestimable blessing of your husband's 
affection by patient, unwearying continuance in rfw^y. 
First, you must solemnly covenant with yourself 
that, next to your spiritual interests, you will re- 
solutely, unflinchingly pursue the path which, under 
God's blessing, will bring you once more side by side 
and heart in heart with him who is bone of your 
bone, and flesh of your flesh. Having so purposed, 
you must humbly ask of God wisdom, and strength, 
and patience : you must go to your own home ; you 
must live there, or wherever he may see fit to fix 
your abode, gravely, prudently, and blamelessly. 
No duty must be slighted ; the voice of conscience 
must be always heeded ; the past must be remem- 
bered only as a warning ; the present must be the 
day of action, in which no opportunity of good, no 
work of love and mercy may be neglected ; and the 
future you must leave in the hands of your heavenly 
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Father, in whose care and guidance you must fully 
confide. And through all things love always ; never 
let your heart grow cold towards your husband ; he 
will try your affection hardly. I think he has 
already done so : but you must keep a pure, true, 
loving wife's heart in your bosom ; and, above aU, 
fear the Lord, and walk in His ways ; and in His 
own good time, your Pather in heaven will give you 
the desire of your soul." 

" But the debts," urged Lilian, piteously. " How 
can I tell him ? He will despise me more than ever: 
he will feel more and more estranged from me. 
Thus, at the very outset of my undertaking, new 
barriers wiU be raised, that years may be ineffectual 
to demolish." 

" Trust in God, and do what is right, my dear ! 
L Christian cannot be in debt — a Christian cannot be 
disingenuous. You must start on the race without 
any hindrances &om insincerity and concealment. 
You must face the worst at once : it may not be so 
bad as you fear, after all." 

Lilian shook her head. 

Mr. Brookes went on : — " And you have chosen 
the better part, so my Alice told me before she went 
to rest ; and you must remember that in little things 
as well as in great things, you have God to please 
and to glorify. Your every-day life, your common 
duties, are as important in His eyes as works of 
prayer and praise. You must not think that religion 
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consists only in singing hymns, and reading the 
Bible, and going often to church or chapel. God 
has sent you into the world to work in it, to perform 
your part therein worthily, to do common things, 
and associate with common people, in such a way 
that all may see you are influenced by something 
higher and stronger than any mere earthly motive. 
One cannot live always in an atmosphere of poetry ; 
we must not always be thinking of the crown and 
the palm, and the heavenly city, and so forget to 
take up the cross, and do battle with our foes in the 
wilderness. Where would be the wisdom of sitting 
down in the morning, with a hard day's work before 
you, thinking only of the joys of sunset ? " 

" Thank you, thank you," said Lilian, quickly, 
" I need your admonition more than you can tell. 
Far too well I have loved the romance, the flowers, 
the day-dreams of life, and still the old tempera- 
ment is upon me. Perhaps I shall have rough work 
to do that will make me steady and practical ! " 

" Kough work for you I doubt not there will be. 
You may not be ctilled to scrub, and wash, and bake, 
like some of your poorer sisters (though it may come 
to that if you go on being so extravagant), but you 
will have many a struggle, many a weary hour, 
before you have finished the great work before you 
— ^the regaining of your husband ! " 

"I wish I were obliged to work," exclaimed 
Lilian. "I would joyfully wash, and cook, and 
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make Basil's shirts, and clean his shoes, if only he 
wonld loYe me as he did when he took me from my 
old home." 

*'A little temporal adversity wonld do neither 
of yon any harm," returned Mr. Brookes, smiling ; 
** bnt I fancy yon wonld find housewifely duties, 
of the kind you mention, by no means pleasant or 
easy. And now I must send you away to bed, you 
look sadly pale and worn ; to-morrow I will take 
you again to the churchyard, and across t&e forest, 
that you may see our Alice's quiet resting-place 
before you go ; and then you must think of return- 
ing home, that the new life may be begun heartily 
and at once." 
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CHAPTEK XVIII. 

FACING DIFFICULTIES. 

" Lord, the waves are breaking o'er me and aroand, 
Oft of coming tempests, I hear the moaning sound, 
Here there is no safety, rocks on either hand, 
Tis a foreign roadstead, a strange and hostile land. 
Wherefore should I linger ? others gone before. 
Long since safe are landed on a calm and friendly shore, 
Now the sailing orders, in mercy. Lord, bestow — 

* Cut the cable, let me go ! ' 

'^ Hark ! the solemn answer ! hark ! the promise sure, 
Blessed are the servants, who to the end endure : 
Tet a little longer, hope and tarry on — 
Yet a little longer, weak and weary one ! 
More to perfect patience, to grow in faith and love. 
More HT strength and wisdom and faithfulness to prove 
Thbk the sailing-orders the Captain shall bestow — 

< Cut the cable, let thee go ! ' ' 

Unbekanmtes. 

The next day Lilian stood in the quiet churchyard 
where Alice slept in peace. It was a bright autumnal 
afternoon ; the leaves were just tinged with a golden 
brown hue, and the last roses of summer were fading 
on their drooping stems. The wild bees hummed 
dreamily amid the leafy boughs, and on one grey, 
moss-coyered headstone a robin sat pouring out his 
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melodious lay, that teUs us eyer how soixmier days 
are waning, and how the green earth is putting on 
her glorious robes of autumnal splendour. 

Calm, fair, and sunny was the pleasant September 
day; calmly stood the ancient time-worn church 
beneath the clear sapphire sky; calmly lay the 
lonely churchyard, the " God's acre " of the forest, 
with its verdant graves, and its low ivy-mantled 
wall girdled round with dark trees, and washed by 
a shining little stream, that went singing over its 
pebbly bed past the sUent congregation of the 
dead. 

And Lilian stood by that newly-covered grave, 
and read again and again the few words engraven 
on the simple stone — " Sacred to the memory of 
Alice Eayner, who died August 3, 185 — , aged 27. 
'Found in Him,* Phil. iii. 9." 

Yes ! Alice had lived in Christ and died in Christ, 
and now her unbound spirit was with Him for ever- 
more. »• 

Lilian saw now, and felt^ and that is more than 
seeing, that there was no other way to the shores 
of the heavenly land — ^no other guide across the 
dangerous desert of this world, save Him who said 
in old time, '*I am the Way, the Truth, and the 
Life!" And now, by Alice's grave, she again 
reviewed the past. She communed with her own 
heart, and poured it out in prayer to God that her 
sins might be pardoned, that strength might be 
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given for days to come, and that at last, vhen life 
with its toils and trials came to an end, she also 
might lie down in peace, her mortal frame resting 
from the heat £gid burden of the day, and waiting 
the coming of the Master, to rise to everlasting joy 
and glory. And as Lilian thought of the end, it 
seemed sweet beyond conception: — ^the sunset of 
life's long day ; the grave's untroubled repose ; the 
lying-down to sleep, as the night of death spread 
round the mortal tabernacle its dark impervious 
curtain, shutting out the world, stilling the noises 
and the bustle, and laying a cool hand on the burn- 
ing brow and the weary eyelids; and the waiing-up 
on the other side of Jordan ; the first glimpse of the 
hills o{ Canaan, the towers of the City of the great 
King ; the first beams of the morning that knows 
no storms, no cloud, no night ! It seemed so fair, so 
blissful in anticipation, that Lilian wept as she 
thought of the years that probably lay between her 
and the rest and joy of her inheritance, and she said 
in her heart, " Oh, that I had vipgs like. a dove, 
for then would I fly away and be at rest." 

She was musing still, when Mr. Brookes came up ; 
he had left her awhile, for he knew she would like 
best to be there alone, and he saw the traces of tears 
yet recent on her face. 

"Why should you weep for Alice?" he said, 
gently : " she is gone where God Himself has wiped 
away all tears ! " 
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" I know it," was Lilian's answer. " T was not 
weeping for her ; it was for myseK I mourned, be- 
cause I must go back to tbe world, and wait, it may 
be for many years, before I can rest like her from 
tbe labours of the way." 

**What would you say to your servant, Mrs. 
Hope, who sat down in the forenoon, bewailing the 
hours that must intervene before night, and anxious 
to leave undone the work you had committed to 
him?" 

"I should remonstrate, be displeased; perhaps, if 
my words were of no avail, I should dismiss him. 
Oh, Mr. Brookes ! I understand ; I am the slothful 
unprofitable servant, and I would fain put aside the 
work my Master will give me to do." 

" But He will not let you, dear lady ; if you are 
His, your allotted task must be performed, your 
appointed discipline borne. He will be your refuge 
and your portion in the land of the Itvinp." 

They went home across the forest, stiU talking 
of the Christian life, the believer's hope, and the 
treasure laid up where neither moth nor rust doth 
corrupt. They spoke of the few Scripture words on 
Alice's tomb-stone. Lilian knew they had been her 
own choice, for they had spoken on the subject long 
ago at Kirby-Brough, and she told Mr. Brookes of 
their conversation, and ended by saying — "Mr. 
Brookes, what do you think I used to say I would 
have inscribed on my monument when I died ? " 
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"Indeed, I cannot guess; some fayonrite verse of 
poetry, perhaps ! " 

* * ITot exactly. It was the single word ^Ee^urgam / ' 
It is Latin you know, and means, *! shall rise 
again ! ' ITot that I understand Latin, hut I had 
seen it on hatchments and in churches, and some one 
was kind enough to translate it to me. I thought a 
good deal of the life to come in those early days ; 
hut my heaven was little hetter than a Pagan 
Elysium ; it was a dream of heauty and angels, and 
eternal hliss, hut the Saviour was not there. Now, 
I think, if I were to die, there is nothing I should 
like to he put after my name and age so well as that 
text : — * The hlood of Jesus Christ His Son oleanseth 
us from all sin ! ' " 

"And so our feelings and affections change, as 
the truth hreaks in upon our hearts; old things 
pass away, and all things become new," replied 
Mr. Brookes. 

That evening seemed to Lilian like a boundary 
line between her and the new stem life that was to 
begin to-monow ; wistfully she looked at the quiet, 
pleasant garden where she had spent so many 
peaceful hours; and at the room where light had 
overpoured the darkness of death ; where in sorrow 
and humiliation her heart had found its endless 
rest. And now this episode of her histoiy was 
ended; Alice was gone home; Mr. Brookes and 
Bridget must be left^ the season of rest was over; 
o 
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and the old straggle with the world must begin 
afresh. 

The morning rose grey and lowering, and beneath 
a sultry sunless sky Lilian set off on her journey. 
Mr. Brookes left her at the South-Westem Station. 
He bade her adieu, with fatherly kindness, and 
blessed her, and wished her God-speed. And just 
before the train began to move, he came back again 
and said, in a low voice, so that Lilian's fellow- 
ti'ayellers could not hear, ** Mrs. Hope ! if you ever 
want a friend, if you are ever in difficulty, and you 
think a plain man like myself may be of service to 
you, never scruple to send to me ; in Alice's name I 
tender my hujnble services." . 

" And in Alice's name I accept your groat, your 
valued kindness ! " replied Lilian, warmly. 

He went away, and the train started, and Lilian 
watched the royal towers of Windsor till they faded 
in the distance. Then she leaned back in the car- 
riage, musing so deeply that she scarcely knew when 
the train stopped at a station ; and when she roused 
herseK from her reverie the dingy atmosphere of 
London was around her. Then ilie terminus was 
reached, and Lilian in her cab was driven through 
the interminable streets of the busy metropolis, till 
at length she stood before her own door, and in 
another minute she was sitting in the drawing- 
room, where she had been on the night she received 
Eleanor's letter about Alice's illness. What a dream 
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the last few weeks appeared ! When she had taken 
tea, all in solitary state, she desired to know what 
letters there were. There were none save those 
which she had found in the drawer of her work- 
tahle, and which she had not yet found courage to 
open, for she knew that nearly all were bills — and 
slowly and sadly she drew her desk towards her, 
and prepared to make an inspection of her lia- 
bilities. 

She was very tired, and the tempter whispered, 
" Leave it till to-morrow, sleep this night in peace;" 
but conscience answered, ^* Do it now, face the diffi- 
culty, begin the new life without a moment's delay." 
And just as she had almost decided to set to work on 
the spot, a voice seemed to say to her, " Fight the 
good fight ! *' and she remembered how Mr. Brookes 
had told her that every little common duty, when 
fulfilled from a right God-fearing motive, became 
religion as fully as prayer and praise. "With a sigh 
she opened paper after paper — nearly all were far 
more than she had anticipated. Then she took a large 
sheet of paper and copied thereon every item. They 
made a very formidable array, and poor Lilian's 
heart failed her as she began to add up the various 
amounts. She gasped for breath when she found 
the sum total — it was so much more than she had 
dreaded — so much beyond her worst fears. She 
went over it again and again, with the vain hope of 
finding some tremendous error ; but no, Lilian was 
o2 
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a good aritbineticiaii, aad the entries and tlie addition 
were right to a hal^nny. There they were, those 
horrible figures! real, tangible, obstinate truths! 
She owed more than she wonld receiTe from Basil 
for nearly nine months to come. If she gave her 
creditors every penny of her next half year's allow- 
ance, now dne, a third of the claims npon her wonld 
be still unsatisfied, and nothing wonld be left for 
current expenses. And Basil now was always 
behindhand with her housekeeping money, and he 
grumbled sorely from time to time at the ruinous 
expenses of their manage. He often hinted that 
things would be diifferent, if they were better looked 
after; that expenses would be considerably lessened, 
if ihe lady of the house were less ignorant, and more 
domestically inclined! And now! oh, what would 
he say, when this accumulation of debt was laid 
before him ? 

There was one bill that pressed heavily on Lilian's 
conscience ; and that was not the terrible account 
with her milliner — not the startling sum due for 
bouquets and flowering plants, but a few pounds 
which she owed to a poor widow for plain sewing. 
There was a note, too, from the unfortunate semp- 
stress, entreating Mrs. Hope to delay payment no 
longer, for her son was dangerously ill, and she 
herself had been laid by a whole month from sick- 
ness ; and even while Lilian was hopelessly reading 
for the third time this mournful appeal, and racking 
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her brains to devise means of obtaining money, she 
was told that Mrs. Lee wished to see her. 

^' Ask her to walk up," said Lilian ; and in another 
minute the widow was standing before her. From 
her appearance it was evident she had made no 
exaggerated complaints ; she was sadly altered since 
she received Lilian's last oi-dejps; her eyes were 
heavy with weeping and constant sewing, her cheeks 
were hollow, and her whole frame emaciated. 

" Sit down," said Lilian, kindly, yet nervously. 
The poor woman almost sank into a chair, for she 
had walked a weary three miles to see if the lady 
would pay her. " You are come about the account 
I owe you," began Lilian, tremulously, and her 
heart beat fearfully fast as she marked the eager 
look, the nervous twitching of the mouth, and the 
anxious aspect of her poor creditor. ''I am so sorry 
that I have not the money to-night ; I am only just 
come home, and Mr. Hope is still out of town, but I 

hope" and Lilian stopped confusedly as she 

remembered her mass of debt, and inability to liqui- 
date any portion of it. 

'' It has been owing so long ! " said the poor 
petitioner, imploringly; "those muslin skirts were 
done a year ago, and every one took me three good 
days, from sunrise till after dark ; and oh, madam, 
if you knew, if you could see my boy ! he has out- 
grown his strength, and he has worked too hard, my 
dear, good son ; and now he is dying, but he might 
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be saved, if only I had a little money ; if he only 
could have a room out of the close town ; if he only 
could have a little wine, a little nourishing food, 
such as rich people think nothing of, but such as I 
can no more get for him than I can make myself 
queen of England. Oh, madam, surely you can pay 
me half of what yau owe me ? " 

Lilian was horror-stricken : the woman looked 
starved and dying herself; she would have given 
worlds to empty a purseftd of gold into her lap, and 
she had not five poimds at her own disposal. She 
thought a few minutes, and then her brow cleared, 
her resolution was taken. " I cannot give you' the 
money now," she said, in a steadier voice, " but in 
three days I promise you shall have it. Give me 
your address, I will bring it to you; and in the 
meantime here is a sovereign I will try to spare 
from my little stock. You said your son wanted 
wine ; you shall take some home ; if I have not 
money, I have wine. What will you have ? Madeira 
will be best ; my sister is ordered to drink Madeira." 

Mrs. Lee could not doubt the sincerity of that 
sweet, ingenuous face ; she thankfully accepted the 
wine, and received with gratitude the promise of full 
payment in three days' time. 

As soon as she was left alone, she wrote a few 
hurried lines to Mr. Brookes, telling him she had 
need already of the aid he had proffered that very 
afternoon^ and begging to see him immediately. 



FACING DIFFICULTIES. 199 

Then, wearied and sorrowful, yet calm and hope- 
ful, she went to her solitary chamber ; and musing, 
hoping, fearing, and praying, imconsciousness stole 
over her, and she slept the quiet, dreanlless sleep of 
childhood. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

A3T r»EXPECTED YISITOK. 

'* Clench thy difficulties fast 
With a determined hand. 
Until in thy victorious grasp. 

They crumble into sand ; 
He who overcomes at last 
Will not moan about the past.** 

The Dove on the Cross, 

On the afternoon of the following day, as Lilian sat 
at her work — ^not in the grand, dreary drawing- 
room, but in her own snug boudoir — ^Mr. Brookes 
was aimounced. She went down to receive him, and 
found him in Basil's study, wonderingly contem- 
plating the many devices for gratifying the taste 
and spending money which he saw scattered there 
in such boundless profusion. '^ So soon ! " said 
Lilian, as she stretched out her hand. ^'Oh! Mr. 
Brookes, how kind of you to answer my summons so 
quickly ! " 

** And in what can I serve you, dear lady ? Do 
not hesitate to command me." 

Lilian paused a moment, and then commenced her 
tale. She told her friend how, on. the preceding 
evening, she had reduced her accounts to something 
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like order; how she had collected her bills, and 
courageously faced the diflGLculties by which she was 
surrounded ; and how the comparatiYely small sum 
due to the poor widow pressed more heavily on 
her conscience than all the larger amounts claimed 
by fashionable milliners or florists. She told him 
how Mrs. Lee had come to her, walking a weary 
three miles on the mere strength of finding her 
returned, and at liberty to pay the money ; how she 
had spoken of her son, dying for want of better air 
and food ; and how she had looked herseK like an 
accusing spirit risen &om the grave, whither labour 
and starvation had conducted her. ''And so you 
see," continued Lilian, " I could not bear it ; I saw 
in what a horrible position my carelessness and 
extravagance had placed me. I might be virtually 
a murderess even ! I dare say there are others who 
are equally cruel to the poor women, but that does 
not lessen my guilt. It is too heavy to be borne. 
And so, when I felt myself the most shameful and 
degraded creature upon earth, I tried to think what 
I could do, and then it occurred to me to sell some- 
thing. For some time, even after I had passed my 
word that she should have the money in three days, 
I could not imagine how I should redeem the 
pledge. It flashed across me quite suddenly that I 
had nothing of my very own that was worth selling. 
I felt I had no more right to sell the jewels my 
husband bought for me, without his approbation, 
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than I had to dispose of the plate and furniture 
without his knowledge ; so that, in repairing the 
consequences of one fault I was in danger of com- 
mitting another. I felt quite in despair, till it 
occurred to me that I had some ornaments that were 
mine while I was yet Lilian Gray. They are not 
worth much, I am afraid ; and yet I have been told 
that this chain is of rare workmanship. My god- 
mother gave it to me the day I was sixteen ; and 
these bracelets were the gift of another friend. I 
have a right to dispose of them, have I not ? They 
belonged to me before I ever saw Mr. Hope." 

"I think you have ; indeed, under the circum- 
stances, I am sure you have," replied Mr. Brookes ; 
" but you were quite right in hesitating about the 
disposal of anything that became yours as the wife 
of Mr. Hope. This chain, if I know anything of 
ornaments, is worth some pounds. I think it will 
bring you more than the amount you need, so you 
may keep the bracelets in your jewel-box." 

" Ko, no ! " returned Lilian ; "let them go with 
the chain. I can pay another little bill with the 
proceeds ; every settled account will be a weight off 
my mind, and a step towards the straight path. 
Besides, I want to dismiss my maid, and pay her 
her wages ; she is impertinent, and I can do very 
weU without her. I was always used to wait 
upon myself till my marriage, and it will be a 
retrenchment in our expenses." 
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** Quite right. But, my dear Mrs. Hope, will your 
husband approve of this step ? I know that a per- 
sonal attendant is considered absolutely necessary 
among ladies of your rank." 

" My husband will not object, I think ; eVen if he 
do, I can replace Hobson at any time, if he should 
insist upon it ; but I am sure he will not ; he cares 
nothing about me now : he will detest me when he 
sees the account I drew up last night, and for which 
he is legally liable." 

**Ihope not," said Mr. Brookes, gravely; "but 
the day is wearing on ; would you like me to dispose 
of these trinkets for you ? " 

" Oh, if you would be so very good ! I scarcely 
liked to ask you to take so much trouble, and yet I 
do not know where to go, or how to sell them ; and 
I have lived in London too long not to be aware 
of the endless impositions practised upon ignorant 
persons ; and even if I knew I were being imposed 
upon, I might not have courage to speak or prudence 
to prevent the fraud. If you will transact the 
business for me, I shall be so very thankful." 

" I will go immediately; in an hour hence I shall 
return without your pretty things, and with the 
money you need." 

" Oh, thank you ! you are so kind ! " 

But he was gone ere Lilian could conclude her 
speech ; and greatly comforted, she sat down again 
to her sewing. In less thau the stipulated time 
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Mr. Brookes returned. He had been successful. 
The ornaments realised several pounds more than 
he had dared to expect ; and Lilian, to her unspeak- 
able relief, found herself in possession of the needful 
sum to liquidate her debt to poor Mrs. Lee. 

Her eyes sparkled with somewhat of their old, 
sweet gaiety, as Mr. Brookes told out the soyereigns 
on her little work-table ; and she exclaimed, " Oh ! 
I need not wait for the stipulated three days. I 
will go this evening, and take her the money." 

" Go where, Mrs. Hope ? it is dark already." 

« To ; to where Mrs. Lee lives. I have her 

address. Look, that is it." 

*' Excuse me, you cannot go there ; it is one of the 
worst streets in London. Your husband would, I 
am sure, be seriously displeased were he to hear of 
your visiting such a place, and at night too. I will 
go for you ; it is not far out of the road to the 
"Waterloo station, and I shall be in time for the last 
"Windsor train." 

"How kind you are. But I should like to see 
this poor Mrs. Lee again. I want to give her some 
more wine ; and I thought of taking some eggs and 
arrowroot for her son." 

" If you will allow me, I will joyfully become 
your almoner ; then I shall see this sick youth, and 
perhaps his mother, and I may be able to devise 
some plan for removing him into a purer atmosphere. 
Stay ! I do not like the idea of taking my watch 
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into such a locality ; may I leave it with you ? In 
two or three days I will see you again, and then I 
can bring you news of your pensioners, and resume 
my own property." 

"But, Mr. Erookes, do you not incur personal 
risk by going yourself? I had no idea it was a 
dangerous neighbourhood." 

" Kot at all. I shall button my coat tight, and 
slouch my hat over my eyes, and look as disreputable 
as possible. Ko one will molest me ; stiQ, I had 
rather leave my valuables behind. The money for 
Mrs. Lee I will stow away quite safely, and the 
provisions you give me 1 will make up into a 
bundle. I shall run no risk of being taken for a 
genteel person." 

And ho departed, scarcely waiting for thanks, anrl 
leaving Lilian lighter of heart than she had been ior 
many a day. And yet in the desk on which her 
elbow rested lay that miserable memorandum of 
debts and perplexities. 

In the morning she took it out again, to subtract 
&om it the money paid to Mrs. Lee. Alas! those few 
pounds made very little difference in the sum total. 
She gazed, with tearful eyes, on those terrible rows 
of figures, and at last she laid down her head on the 
desk and fairly cried. 

Her tears were checked by a rap at the door, that 
sounded, oh ! so like Basil's knock ! She started to 
her feet, thrust the dreadful paper away, and hastily 
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ignorant of her husband's locality seemed not only 
painful, but humiliating ; it told more plainly than 
words how completely their union had ceased, save 
in the eyes of the law. 

"Mrs. Basil," continued Mr. Hope, " there is some 
grand error among us. The marriage, to which I 
most reluctantly gave my consent, has not prospered. 
Basil has not fcund the happiness he foolishly ex- 
pected ; and you too, if I mistake not, are equally 
disappointed. With all this, however, I have no- 
thing to do. I have no wish to interfere in my son's 
domestic concerns ; but when his name becomes no- 
torious at a gambling table, at Tattersall's, and else- 
where, I find it is time to bestir myself. The allow- 
ance Basil receives from me is ample, but it is alto- 
gether insufficient to carry him clear through excesses 
such as he has lately run into. He must be in debt ! 
Now, what do you know about it? The name of 
Hope must not be dishonoured while T live." 

" I know nothing," replied Lilian, sadly. " Basil 
and I have long since ceased to confer on our mutual 
interests, but I have reason to believe — ^that is, I am 
afraid he is very much involved." She paused a 
minute, then, gathering courage, resumed : * * Mr. Hope, 
if Basil has done wrong, I am principally to blame. 
He loved me dearly once, but I was pettish and 
wilful. I was determined not to yield to my hus- 
band. I had no more control over my temper than 
a petted child ; I did not make his home happy. I 
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cultivated intimacies he disliked. "VThen lie was 
angry, and a soft word would have turned away 
wrath, I gave him only hitterness and sarcastic re- 
torts. And finally, when I knew, or rather guessed, 
the dangerous path he was treading, I had no patience 
to win him hack by gentleness ; I reproached him 
and defied him. Then came the death of our child, 
and the alienation was complete. Do not be angry 
with Basil ; it is I who deserve your reproaches." 

** Kot altogether," returned Mr, Hope, considera- 
bly softened towards Lilian by her self-condemnation 
and her evident contrition. He had never before 
had to deal with her alone : there was no one now 
to misconstrue her words and exasperate h^ feelings, 
and he was surprised to find her so gentle and sen- 
sible. ** I do not doubt you are very much to blame ; 
but Basil was the stronger, and he ought to have 
kept you right. If he really is in debt to the tre- 
mendous amount that is whispered about, he must 
suffer for it. I hear of Jews, post-obit bonds, and 
all the abominable machinery whereby profligate 
young heirs ruin themselves, and come to an im- 
poverished estate, and perhaps outlawry. Ko son of 
mine shall run this career with impunity. But I 
must see Basil, and learn from himseK how matters 
really stand. Ton are sure, child, you cannot help 
me to the information I seek ? " 

** Quite sure; and if I coidd" and Lilian 

stopped, too confused to finish her speech. 
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" Well, go on ; do not be afraid ; I like candour," 
said Mr. Hope. " You were going to say, if you 
could you would not." 

"Kot exactly, sir. But I was thinking that I 
should have no right to violate my husband's confix 
dence, even in favour of his father." 

*' Bight ! " said Mr. Hope. « You have a better 
view of things than I expected, so I will not press 
you further ; only, perhaps, you will not object to 
tell me how you manage your own expenditure. 
What does Basil place in your hands for housekeepiag 
and personal expenses ? " 

Lilian told him unhesitatingly. 

"Weill that ought to be enough, or nearly so. 
My wife kept house with less than that in my 
father's lifetime, and we had several little ones 
around us. Do you find it, or, rather, do you make 
it sufficient?" 

" I have not done so hitherto," said Lilian, in a 
troubled voice, and with such a blush of shame on 
her pale face. 

" Then am I to conclude that you too are ia debt ? " 

'* Yes," said Lilian, her head sinking lower, and 
her eyes overflowing with tears. 

" How much ? Tell me the truth, and the whole 
truth." 

Lilian rose, and placed in his hands that miserable 
paper. She thought he would never have done 
wiping and settling his spectacles; and she waited 
p 
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tremblingly for the burst o£ indignation sSie expected 
to Ml upon her erring head. He read every item, 
and, finally, the total. 

<*Who was this prepared for?" he asked, pre- 
sently, with an inquisitive, almost a suspicious 
glance. 

" For myself," she replied, meekly. " I thought 
the first step towards reformation was to look my 
difficulties in the face." 

^^ And you wish to reform ; you wish to bec(«ne a 
^asonable woman, and an exemplary wife ? " 

" God knows I wish it," replied Lilian, earnestly. 

He looked at her wonderingly, and then said, 
" "Well, I have known worse results than this long 
array of figures proceed from a yoimg wife's first 
season; but it must be set straight. I think you 
will be wiser another time. I am going to the Bank, 
and I win return to luncheon, and bring you the 
money you want. Next Monday I shall expect to 
see all your tradesmen's accounts duly receipted and 
filed, in order that you may begin your reformation 
without the shackles and impediments that so often 
drag one back into the wrong way. Good morning 
for the present; let luncheon be ready exactly at 
two." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

basil's setubn*. 

*• Amidst the soul-corroding cares. 

And loud contentions rife, 

Amidst the tumult and the din 

Of this world's bitter strife. 

Be thou the one calm, sheltered spot, 

The quiet of man's life." 

The Dove on the Cross, 

Neaelt a week had passed since Mr. Hope's visit 
Lilian liad spent the time very quietly with her 
needle and her books, not confining her attention as 
heretofore to one or two branches of literature. She 
had been wont to peruse nothing but poetry, and the 
highest kinds of fiction. To do her justice, she never 
read a common novel, but selected uniformly some* 
thing of undoubted merit. Charlotte BrontS, Mrs^ 
Marsh, Mrs. Gaskell, and Miss Muloch, were her 
favourite writers in the world of prose; and for 
poetry, she luxuriated in the pure and nobly beau- 
tifdl pages of Mrs. Hemans, and poor L. E. L.'s 
9weet moumM numbers. She liked both Longfellow 
and Tennyson ; but failed to enter into the spirit of 
the one, or to comprehend the other ; and she could 
p 2 
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not lead Wordsworfih, though she had thrice begun 
the ''Excursioii," and once listened to ''Peter Bell.'- 
Kow Lilian began to perceire that the human mind 
and sonl cannot be nourished exdusiYely on poetry 
and firstrclass noYels, any more than the physical 
nature can be sustained on choice wines and con- 
fectionery, without more ordinary aliment. From 
that auspicious eyening when she sought Alice's 
Bible, and read the 14th chapter of Bt. John, she 
had learned to loye and to study the best of books, 
and many happy hours she spent now in her lonely 
room, forgetting those things which were behind; 
forgetting the present, with its load of regret and 
care, " and reaching forth unto those things which 
were before." 

And from study of the Divine Word, she came to 
relish human writings of a solid character ; and she 
hunted down from their obscurity, on an upper shelf, 
Hervey's "Theron and Aspasia," and John I^ewton's 
inestimable letters and sermons. 

One eyening, when the silvery chime of the time- 
piece had told the hour of ten, she was sitting by the 
fire, musing on what she had read, wearily wonder- 
ing when she should hear something of Basil, and 
abstractedly listening to the moaning of the wind, 
and the dashing of the rain against the window- 
panes, when a cab drove up to the door, and bell and 
knocker were immediately put in violent motion. 

Ere the rapping and tintinnabulation had ceased. 
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Lilian was standing on the landing, anxiously listen- 
ing to catch the tones of that voice she so ardently 
longed to hear. Yery qnickly she was gratified; 
for, the moment the door was opened, she heard Basil 
speaking very imperatively to Tom, and bidding 
him hasten to disencumber the cabman of his load 
of luggage. Then various packages were dragged 
into the hall ; the fare was settled and discharged, 
and Basil asked if there were lights in the study. 

Thither he went, to poor Lilian's intense disap- 
pointment; she was yearning to see his face, to 
speak to him, to hold his hand in hers, if no dearer 
embrace might be permitted ; and she would have 
given much had he sought her, or even encountered 
her, instead of leaving her to go to him, and perhaps, 
as he might consider it, intruding upon his privacy. 
She felt that no time must be lost — ^that if she did 
not at once meet him with a wifely welcome, the icy 
barrier between them must needs be strengthened. 
He must see, and that immediately, that she, on her 
part, harboured no displeasure, no lingering resent- 
ment ; and yet she hesitated ; her breath came hard 
and irregularly; her limbs trembled, and she felt 
certain that if, at that instant, she encountered him, 
she must burst into one of those passions of tears 
which had long been Basil's extreme aversion. There 
was eau-de-cologne on the mantelpiece, and water 
and a glass on the chiffonier ; she mingled some and 
drank it, and then sat down to collect her thoughts^ 
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and to ask the Giver of all wisdom to assist her with 
strength and wisdom for the interview, which had 
suddenly become so momentons. 

Lost in thought and prayer, she might have con- 
tinued there too long, but the chiming quarters of 
the clock roused her, and she rose and resolutely left 
the room. 

"Alas ! " she murmured to herself, **that to meet 
my husband should require such an effort ; that I 
should have lived to fear Basil — ^my own dear Basil ! " 
' She passed down the stairs, and stood before the 
study door. It was half open, and she saw him, 
with a bronzed and bearded face, very different from 
that he had carried away with him, standing by the 
table reading letters. She could not delay; she 
felt her courage fast failing her, and with a noiseless 
step she entered the room. He did not hear her^ 
and he tossed away the letter in his hand, with an 
exclamation of annoyance, and proceeded to break the 
seal of another which Lilian shrewdly conjectured to 
be Earlow's hill ! He looked up as she came close 
to him, saying, almost in a whisper, '^ dear Basil ! " 
and taking his sun-browned hand in her own cold, 
damp fingers. He looked rather surprised, but he 
slightly returned the pressure, and bestowed on her 
a kiss, such as Plato might have given his most inti- 
mate female Mend, if he had one. Then he began 
to speak quickly and indifferently, as though he had 
left her but an hour before. " Are you better ? — ^I 
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thouglit you were not at home-*a most miserable 
night! — equinoctial gales, I suppose, but rather 
early! — Is there a fire anywhere ? " 

" Yes ! — there is something of a fire* in the draw-^ 
ing-room, but it has gone low ; I was thinking of 
going to bed when you drove up, but I wiU order 
it made up;" and she rang the bell for that purpose. 
" And you would like some tea, would you not, and 
something substantial with it ? " she added ; " there 
is cold fowl in the house, and excellent ham, that 
can be broiled directly." 

" No ! " he answered, shortly, as he threw down 
Parlow's bill, with a grimace; '^I shall smoke a 
cigar, and have some brandy-and-water." 

" There is a Tiery fine lobster ! " Lilian ventured 
to say ; " you used to be fond of lobster. 'Will you 
not have it with a cup of tea ? I can make some in 
a minute." 

" I hate tea ! Women think a cup of tea is the 
true elixir vita, I believe." 

He condescended, however, to comply with Lilian's 
entreaties that he would come to the fire ; for the 
room, long disused, Mt positively vault-like in the 
chilly, autumnal evening* She began to mix his 
brandy-and- water, as she had been used to do in 
those comparatively happy days, when it was a new 
thing to keep the keys and preside over an establish- 
ment, but he abruptly took the decanter from her 
hands, and pettishly asked her if she expected him 
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to drink cat-lap, no better than her milk-and-water 
tea. Lilian silently yielded ; he was rather surprised 
that she said nothing ; ' bnt he guessed from her 
^ave face, how horrified she felt at seeing the 
contents of the decanter so visibly diminished, and 
the crystal water-jng still filled to the brim. He 
lighted his cigar, and began puffing away. !N'ever 
before had Lilian tamely submitted to the defilement 
of her pretty carpet and window draperies; no 
curling wreath of smoke had ever yet risen to that 
snowy, daintily-moulded ceiling; bnt now Basil 
was unrebuked, for his wife's mind was filled with 
far deeper sources of disquiet. Presently he began — 

" Lilian ! have you seen my father ? '' 

** Te9, he lunched here last week." 

"Well?" and he turned upon her a suspicious 
and inquisitive look. 

" He told me you were in Scotland, and no longer 
in l^orway, as I imagined; and" — she hesitated and 
coloured deeply-^-** he asked me about our affiedrs." 

" Oh ! Then I may thank you, I suppose, for the 
grand epistle I received several days ago, informing 
me that my iniquities were brought to light, and 
that I must instantly return home, present myself 
at Hopelands, and receive sentence according to my 
transgressions. What were you pleased to say about 
<yur affairs ? I did not know we had any remaining, 
in common." 

It was hard to keep back the hot tears and the 
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hysterical sobs that were rising in her throat, with a 
painful, choking sensation, and Lilian had never 
been accustomed to self-control. But she strove hard 
now ; another strength than her own was given her, 
and she was able to say, with all outward com- 
posure, " I told him of my own household matters. 
I could not, as you know, tell him anything about 
you, for I was more ignorant than himself, and had 
I been in your confidence, I should not have betrayed 
you, even to your father." 

"Well, some one has been kind enough to give 
him an idea that there are under-currents of whose 
existence he was blissfully ignorant. Some exem- 
plary individual has opened his eyes to certain pro- 
ceedings of his heir, that exasperate him beyond aU 
limits ; and I am threatened with I know not what 
penalties, unless I make a clear statement of things 
in general ; and with still worse if, upon examination, 
I am found guilty of certain practices ; I suppose I 
must go down to Hopelands to-morrow. What have 
you done for money ? I have none for you, but you 
have next to no expenses now ! '* 

" Mr. Hope gave me some money : he was very 
kind, very kind, indeed." 

"Ah! I understand! You have been playing 
the wronged, deserted wife ; left to struggle with 
fashionable poverty, while her spendthrift rascal of 
a husband is enjoying all the luxuries and amenities 
that life can afford — yes, I understand ! " 
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'^ Indeed, Basil," said Lilian, striving hard not 
to be angry, and battling more than ever with the 
tears that would rise, and the choking sensation that 
wonld not be exorcised, ** indeed you do not under- 
stand. I should not . have spoken about money at 
all, had not Mr. Hope asked me if I kept all my 
accounts settled regularly ; and when I had answered 
him, he wished to know if I had received from you 
my half-year's allowance, as the usual sum had been 
placed to your account three months ago. 

" I confessed to him that I had not kept clear of 
entanglements ; that for me I was deeply in debt — 
debt incurred through the foolish extravagance of 
the last year, and he was so kind as to give me a 
sufficient sum to pay all my bills, and set me at ease 
until you returned home again." 

'^Ah ! I thought once or twice it was a question 
whether all those fine things were paid for. I fancy 
if Miss Eleanor had paid her share of your milliner's 
bills they would have been somewhat lessened* 
However, as the governor has obligingly settled the 
matter, I don't care a pin about it. I dare say yott 
wish now you had had twice as many, and twice as 
costly things." 

'' 1^0, indeed! "* replied Lilian, much shocked, and 
really astonished at the tone her husband had taken. 
^^ I was overwhelmed with shame when he put the 
money in my hand, and I made a solemn covenant 
with myself, never from that moment to buy or 
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order a single thing for which I had not the money 
to pay." 

"You will buy rery few things then, I can tell 
yon, unless, indeed, Mr. Hope should make you a 
separate allowance; for I fully expect when he 
knows, as he must know, the full extent of my pec- 
cadilloes, he will put me upon short commons ; he 
has already hinted, in that nice paternal epistle I 
spoke of, at an ungoyemable beast being stinted 
in his provender." 

Lilian was silent. Basil's tone and recklesd 
manner distressed her exceedingly. There was ^ 
sort of vogue la gal^e air about him, that boded 
the very reverse of peace, comfort, and confidence ; 
and she feared the result of his interview with hifi 
inflexible and displeased parent, for it was evident 
there would be no leaning towards compromise on 
either side. 

'^ How stupid you look ! " said Basil, as he poured 
out a further supply of brandy, and very slightly 
diluted it with aqim pura ; " why don't you go to 
bed ? You are as white as Mrs. Eve up there, under 
the glass case. I shall smoke half-a-dozen cigars 
yet ; don't think of waiting for me— I can do very 
well without company ; and you really do not seem 
to have any valuable suggestions to ofier, so I shall 
give myself up to solitary meditation, on the best 
way of shirking or encountering the tempest that is 
brewing at Hopelands." 
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Lilian rocie to go ; but before she left the room 
she remarked that she supposed he had done with 
the brandy, and she had better lode it up. 

** Never mind that," he replied, langhing londly ; 
*^J will take care no temptation is left in the way 
of the servants ; if there is any remaining, I will 
stow it away ; so go to bed ui peace, Mrs. Thrifty ! " 

** Any remaining I Oh, Basil ! if yon drink all 
the brandy in that decanter, it will kill you ! " 

^'Eill me! — ^I am not so easily killed, I assure 
you ; why, you silly creature, there is not more than 
a wine-glassful left." 

''That is because you have already taken so 
much ; you are not yourself now; there is more 
than you say, and you shall not have it. Forgive 
me, Basil; but I love you too dearly to let you 
commit suicide, or, if not that, to disgrace yourself, 
the very first night of your return ; you will be glad 
to-morrow that I would not let you do it." 

'' You would not let me do it! Things are come 
to a pretty pass when a man is obliged to submit to 
his wife's government. You are strangely altered, 
Lilian, since I went away." 

''I am altered, thank God," said Lilian, sadly, 
taking up the decanter as she spoke. Basil gazed at 
her in stupid wonder ; he did not attempt to hinder 
her ; perhaps he could not, his large potations were 
beginning to take effect. He watched her out of 
the room, and then closed his eyes and fell into a 
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heavy sLxunber. He did not awake till the moming 
light was shining with a sickly yellow gleam upon 
his fjEice. His head ached, his hands bnmed, his 
throat and tongue were parched as with fever, and 
his memory was conf ased. He was in] no enviable 
condition, and quite unfitted for his journey to 
Hopelands. To go to bed was out of the ques- 
tion, and he really thought if he could be pri- 
vately pumped upon, it would be a very refreshing 
operation. 
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CHAPTEE XXL 

8TTNDAT A2fD MONDAY. 

«WiU not that joyful be. 
When we walk by faith no more, 
When the Lord we loved before 

As Brother-man we see ? 
When He welcomes us above, 
When we share His smile of love, 

Will not that joyful be. 

"Will not that joyful be, 
When we hear what none can tell, 
And the ringing chorus swell, 

Of angels' melody ? 
When we join their songs of praise, 
Hallelujahs with them raise, 

Will not that joyful be ? " 

H. C. TON S C ' HWELNI I X. 

Again Lilian was left alone, and the repose which, 
from the time of Alice's death, had insensibly stolen 
over her was roughly broken. She had thought that 
her principal trial would be the loss of her husband's 
affections ; she had expected to meet with coldness, 
indifference, and it might be with contempt, but 
she was not prepared to find that husband abaong 
himself, and acting the part of the prodigal son, 
without his contrition. Stormy days were before 
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her— difficulties were encompassing her path. The 
"roughing it," of which Mr. Brookes had spoken, 
seemed near at 'hand; the sobering process which 
she herself had predicted, appeared likely to be 
realised in its fullest sense; and Lilian felt that 
fdl her courage, all her constancy, would be required 
in the struggle that lay before her. 
All the while that Basil was away at Hopelands — 

^ The days were dark and dreary, 
It rained, and the wind was never weary." 

It was cold, too, and Lilian was glad to draw her 
chair to the fire, and turn away from the window, 
where she saw only the inky storm-swept sky, the 
deluged street, and the opposite houses, black and 
dripping with the interminable rain. Sunday came, 
and she could not go to church, and the bells sounded 
drearily through the thick, chilly air, as they sum- 
moned together the scanty worshippers who dared 
to brave the ftiry of the elements; but, notwith- 
standing that she was hindered from going up to 
the courts of the Lord — ^notwithstanding that she 
spent the long dismal day with no other companion 
than AHce's litUe Bible, the hours glided by, and 
Lilian's humbled heart was lifted in loving confi- 
dence to Him who heareth prayer, even the God and 
father of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

She was not gathered with the great congrega- 
tion ;- she was not joining with two or three met 
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together in their Master's name ; but she knew that 
the single sighing of a contrite soul would rise up 
from the care-laden world, and find entrance into 
the presence-chamber of the King of kings. 

And as in her solitude she prayed, she felt herself 
drawn towards all those who, on sea or shore, in 
sanctuary or alone, beneath old minster roofs, or in 
unadorned simplicity, without ritual or outward 
beauty, lifted up clean hands and fervent hearts, to 
the great Head of the Holy Catholic Church. She 
had often repeated that clause of the beautiftil 
Kicene Creed; now it came with new meaning, 
new force and sublimity. " I believe in the Holy 
Catholic Church ! " the Church militant here upon 
earth, gathered from all climes, and from all the 
comers of the earth, and numbering among its 
members all who love the Lord Jesus Christ in 
sincerity and truth ; and the Church triumphant, 
wearing her spotless garments, and joining in the 
eternal song of thanksgiving, on the other side the 
narrow river of death. And aU one, all united in 
One/ Some fighting the good fight, and keeping 
the faith — some wearing their crowns of victory, 
and resting from their labours — some dwelling in 
palaces, and walking in the high places of the earth, 
and clothed in fine linen and purple — some toiling in 
dismal alleys and dark courts for their scanty meal 
and insuficient raiment — some, wise and learned, 
burning with poetic fire, and filled with the glorious 
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light of genius, and some plain in speech, rude in 
! manners, and ignorant of all but the one great 

I knowledge that Jesus Christ came into the world 

to save sinners ; but all treading one path, holding 
one faith, rejoicing in one hope, and made perfect 
in one love! — all members of one Head, and in- 
heritors of one kingdom; for He, who, in His 
in&oite love and mercy gathered and still gathers 
the Church of the first-bom, even from the founda- 
I tion of the world, said to His Father, on the eve 

of mortal separation from His little flock, ''That 
they all may be one ; as thou. Father, art in Me, 
and I in Thee, that they also may be one in TJs ; 
that the world nday believe that Thou hast sent Me, 
And the glory which Thou gavest Me I have given 
them ; that they may be one, even as We are one ; 
I in them, and Thou in Me, that they may be made 
perfect in one ; and that the world may know that 
Thou hast sent Me, and hast loved them, as Thou 
hast loved Me. Father, I will that they also, whom 
Thou hast given Me, be with Me where I am ; that 
they may behold My glory, which Thou hast given 
Me." 

And so, as Lilian prayed and read these blessed 
words, she realised how she, too, had become one of 
the Church — ^the Church that stands upon the Bock 
of Ages — ^the Church that will tower above all the 
wrecks of time, when sun and moon, and all that 
this world contains, shall have passed away for 
Q 
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ever. She felt not alone in her solitary worship, 
and as she laid down her Bihle towards the close of 
the afternoon, two sweet rerses from " The Dove on 
the Cross " came into her mind. She had liked the 
heauty of the ideas they expressed, but she had 
never till now fully understood them. She repeated 
them dowly to herself — 

" JCot wiibin Thy boose alone 

Is the footstool of Thy throne^ 
This green earth, an emerald bow. 

Girdles ronnd its steps below ; 
Mortal man, where'er be be. 

May bow down and worship Thee, 

**They who, in commnnion here 

With the holy and the dear. 
Thrilling anthems londly raise. 

To Thy glory and Thy praise: 
Kot more bless'd are they than she 

Who is left alone with Thee ! " 

The hells began to toll for evening service, and 
when the last sounds of their iron tongues died 
away, the wind lulled, and the rain ceased. One 
bright gleam gilded the western sky ; the sun had 
gone down, but a soft crimson light flushed, for a 
few minutes, the domes and spires of the mighty 
city — a, lovely type of the light that God has pro- 
mised to His children when they come to ** evening- 
time." 

"At evening-time there shall be light," said 
Lilian, as she stood at her window, and watched 
the beautiful radiance slowly fade. ** What matters 
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the day of storms and rain, so that the evening is 
calm and bright ? Oh, if I may but endure to the 
end!" 

That aspiration was a prayer, and with its un- 
uttered ascent came the full blessedness of the 
promise, " My grace is sufficient for thee f "Being 
confident of this very thing, that He which hath 
begun a good work in you will perform it until the 
day of Jesus Christ." 

And so passed that happy, solitary Sunday. 

The next day brought its cares and perplexities. 
About one o'clock Basil came back, but not alone, 
for his father was with him. Lilian saw that her 
husband was fearfully incensed, and that he did not 
even pretend to treat Mr. Hope with any show of 
deference and civility. He scarcely spoke to his 
wife, scolded the servants for having disarranged 
his letters^ and finally shut himself up in his study, 
and haughtily desired, in a tone loud enough to reach 
Mr. Hope and Lilian in the drawing-room, that no 
one, on any pretence, should disturb him. 

" Lilian," said Mr. Hope, gravely, " do you know 
why I am here ? " Of course she did not. 

" I must teU you, then ; but it will be painfiil to 
you to hear, and to me to speak it. Basil has 
deeply, irremediably offended me ; if I could, if 
Hopelands were not* entailed, I would disown him 
for ever ; not one shilling of mine should he ever 
possess. He has been living for some months a life 
Q 2 
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of extreme dissipation ; the liberal allowance I made 
him has been long squandered ; he has had recourse 
to Jews, to infamous usurers ; he has giyen post-obit 
bonds ; he has raised money at fifty per cent, interest 
on the little property that will come to him from his 
mother ; and, added to this, he has been insolent to 
the last degree. Had he been humble, had he owned 
his faults, and shown any desire to lead a new life, 
I might, I don't quite know, but I think I might 
have forgiven him ; he is my son, my only one. But 
as I tell you, he defied me ; he told over his debts, 
his engagements, and his entanglements with a 
coolness I never saw surpassed. Why, Lilian, the 
interest he has to pay for his borrowed money is 
more than his annual income. Did you know he 
has taken to the turf ? He lost a little fortune at 
the last Derby, it seems ; and but for an accident, 
none of us would have been the wiser for many a 
day. "Well! the name of Hope must not be dis- 
honoured ; while I live, men shall in some sort hold 
it in reverence. I will pay Basil's debts — ^pay off 
his Jews, as he lovingly calls them, and pay his 
debts of honour — satisfy his clamorous tradesmen ; I 
will liquidate the claim of every creditor to the 
utmost farthing ! " 

Lilian began to thank him ; to be free from debt 
seemed to her just then like deliverance from hope- 
less slavery ; but he stopped her. ** No ! no thanks ; 
you do not know the conditions ; I have determined 
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them, and my decision is unalterable. I shall no 
longer allow Basil the income which his position as 
my heir demands. I must impoverish the estate, 
take from the portions of his sisters, and inconve- 
nience myself, in order to keep my good name pure 
and unsuspected : it is meet that he who has wrought 
the evil should suffer, and he must and shall suffer. 
For your sake, I will not leave him Without the 
means of subsistence; you shall have a settled 
income; but it will be bo small, that without 
economy you will be again reduced to difficulties. 
You must live in strict retirement ; you must lead a 
simple country life ; and if you have children you 
mufit nurse and educate them yourself. Basil pro- 
posed your living on the Continent, but I would not 
hear of that ; he, with his tendencies and weaknesses, 
must not be exposed to the chicaneries of those of 
his countrymen whom misconduct and disgrace have 
driven from their native shores. There are plenty 
of out-of-the-way places without crossing the seas, 
and I told him so. This Aimiture and all these 
fine knick-knackeries must be sold; but I, as sole 
creditor, give you permission to take what you will 
for your own use, and for the embellishment of your 
cottage home. I trust to your own good sense to 
select what is consistent.'' 

Lilian calmly assented; and Mr. Hope, with a 
manifestation of surprise he could not entirely sup- 
press, said, **lVell! the prospect of living in a 
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cottage and renouncing your present position does 
not seem to fill you with dismay. Olivia was 
remarking that you would be broken-hearted at 
being forced to retire from the scene of your 
conquests." 

" Say, rather, the scene of my defeats," replied 
Lilian, gravely. *' I trust the conquests are still to 
come ; and they can be gained more easily in seclu- 
sion than in the haunts of gaiety. It is little to me 
to give up a grandeur to which I was not bom. I 
thought once to find happiness in rank, wealth, and 
society, but I know now that true happiness is, to a 
certain extent, independent of circumstances." 

" Perhaps you have pastoral notions of love in a 
cottage, and fancy a thatched roof must cover a 
domestic paradise?" 

" 1^0, indeed," replied Lilian ; " I think as much 
disquiet may prevail in a hut as in aj)alace. If our 
heart be not at peace we must carry with us, where- 
ever we go, an unfailing source of disturbance and 
disappointment.' ' 

" Very true ; but I cannot stay to moralise now." 
" You will stay and dine with us, sir ? " 
"I^o! My son and I are not on those terms 
which would render it agreeable to either of us. 
Lilian, understand, once for all, that all intercourse 
is about to cease. Basil himself would not submit 
to be forgiven ; he is sullen and resentful, as well as 
bitter and reckless. He professes his ability to do 
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without any assistance at all; he hints that he means 
to become an author, and win a fortune, of course. 
What kind of books he will write I caonot divine, 
unless he give the world * Confessions of a Profligate,' 
' The Autobiography of a Spendthrift,' or * The Road 
to Buin,' by one who has trodden it." 

Then, telling Lilian that he would arrange matters 
as speedily as possible, he took his departure, very 
much to her relief; for the bitter and sarcastic tone 
in which he spoke of his erring son by no means 
made amends to the true-hearted wife for the cold- 
ness and indifference to which she herself had been 
subjected, and she cared little for the approval of 
her own conduct, which he once or twice expressed, 
while her husband was alienated from the heart of 
his father and exiled from the home of his youth. 

Henceforth Lilian had two grand aims. The one, 
as we have seen, was to win back the love and con- 
fidence of her husband, the other was to restore 
Basil to his father's heart and home. Li the present 
aspect of affairs, both these desires seemed most diffi- 
cult of realisation. There were prejudices to be 
removed, hardships to be endured, consistency to be 
maintained, strong will to be curbed as with a 
silken chain, and inflexible tempers to be softened 
and subdued. Still Lilian hoped, and resolved to 
bear on bravely and patiently, trusting to Almighty 
gxace for the necessary wisdom, love, and fortitude. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



NOETH WALBS. 



*^And 'neath the monntain shade she came to dwell. 
Where flowers were fair, and where bright torrents fell ; 
And where the waves made music eyermore, 
On that wild, rocky, lonely Cambrian shore.** — £. J. W. 

" "What station is this, Bridget ?" 

"It's Colwyn station, ma'am. I think a train 
never did go so slow before ! Here it is five o'clock, 
and we ought to have been at Penmaenmawr by 
4.32. It'll be fair dark before we get to— to— I 
I can't say the name, it's so hard." 

**To Bryndyffryn. Yes! I am afraid we shall 
be very late. Now we are going on again. I am 
sorry we have lost sight of the sea ; but we shall 
have it again presently. How dark it grows ! " 

" Yes, ma'am ; and it seems a strange, outlandish 
country hereabouts. It feels like coming into foreign 
parts. I hope Bron-duffering will be a little bit 
snugger than this." 

** BryndyfEryn is very lonely, Bridget, I am 
a&aid ; but it overlooks the sea. I fear, however, 
that will not make amends to you for the loss of the 
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royal park and the forest glades of Windsor ; some 
people do not care about coast scenery." 

" I like it very muck in summer, ma'am ; but to 
my thinking it is very cold-looking in winter, and 
the mountains do look so chilly and bleak." 

"But, Bridget, I hope you will be able to make 
yourself comfortable at BryndyfEryn. It was very 
kind — ^more than kind — of dear Mi, Brookes to offer 
to lend you to me for a season, that you may help 
me to make our new homo comfortable, and teach 
me the many things I ought to have learnt long 
ago ; but if you are not happy in being lent, I shall 
be very sorry that I was tempted to take advantage 
of his goodness." 

"I am happy in being lent, ma'am. I should 
have fretted ever so if you had not borrowed me, as 
you say. I couldn't abear the thought of my dear 
Miss Alice's dearest friend coming all alone to a 
desolate, out-of-the-way place, where the people 
can't even speak any language but gibberish. Don't 
fear, ma'am, I make myself right comfortable every- 
where, and we shall have enough to do to-morrow, 
without as much as thinking whether we are going 
to be happy or not." 

Presently the train slackened its pace beneath the 
grand old towers of Conway Castle. There it stood, 
the glorious ruin of old time, robed in all the beauty 
of mantling ivy, while the last gleam of red light 
flushed and faded on the grey, crumbling turrets. 
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Jike the shadowy waving of a royal banner. It was 
full tide, and the waves of the Conway were break- 
ing tumnltuously on the castle rock and on the 
buttresses of the tubular bridge; while far away, 
over the green hills that embosomed the picturesque 
and walled town, stretched the dark, shadowy range 
of mountains that shuts in the lonely lyns of the 
Ogwen and the Idwal. 

Lilian's eyes flashed with pleasure. Her new 
home was not so far distant but that she might 
come sometimes, and' roam about the deserted halls 
and bowers of the beautiful ruined castle, and sail 
up the broad river that wandered away into the 
very heart of the kingly mountains. 

At the Penmaenmawr station Lilian and her at- 
tendant alighted. There was a woful confusion in 
and about the luggage-van, and l^frs. Hope's trunks 
and packages seemed not to be forthcoming. The 
stationmaster grew impatient, and the porters were 
inclined to be uncivil ; but Bridget, having seen her 
mistress into the waiting-room, took possession of 
the guard, and sternly ordered the subordinates to 
attend to their duty; and so impressed were the 
underlings of the Chester and Holyhead Bailway 
Company with the authority of the tall, gaunt 
Englishwoman who had planted herself so reso- 
lutely on the platform, that they made another 
and more methodical research, and, one by one, 
Lilian's packages were handed out of a very chaos 
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of luggage bound for Kingstown, and clutched by- 
Bridget, who allowed no one to touch them till 
their number was complete, and she had compared 
them with the list which she held in her hand. 
Then she intimated to the guard that it was her 
pleasure the train should forthwith continue its 
journey ; and as the last C€UTiage disappeared with 
a terrific yell at the entrance of the next tunnel, 
she had seen every box safely heaped on the trucks, 
and in a fair way to be wheeled out of the precincts 
of the station. 

"A carriage directly, to go to Bron-duflfering," 
said Bridget, as soon as the luggage was fairly off 
her mind. The man to whom the order was given 
did not, however, stir, and she reiterated her com- 
mands in a louder tone. ^^ Bym saemeg*^ was the 
sturdy reply. ""What?" screamed Bridget, im- 
patiently. "What, indeed! There burst upon her 
such a storm of noisy gutturals, that she turned 
away in mute despair, in search, as she said, of some 
one who could speak like a Christian. The station- 
master, however, had in the meantime politely 
inquired of Lilian whether she expected any equi- 
page, and being answered in the negative, volun- 
teered to supply one, and in a few minutes a jolting 
vehicle, drawn by a rough, bony horse, made its 
appearance. The luggage was consigned to a cart, 
and Lilian and her factotum were at last fairly en 
route for Bryndyffiyn. 
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It was a mild October eyening, and there was 
sufficient light to discern the outlines of the wild, 
grand scenery aronnd them. Bridget shivered and 
shuddered when the car stopped for the opening of 
a gate, and the profound stillness was broken only 
by the sighing of the wind in the mountain ravines, 
and by the deep booming of the waves on the shore. 
But Lilian's heart felt lighter as the glorious music 
rolled onward through the lonely, silent nightfall ; 
and as she caught glimpses of rocky heights and 
dark glens, just revealed beneath the pale, faint 
light of the setting moon, tears fiUed her eyes, and 
she thought how good God had been in making so 
beautiful the solitudes of the earth. 

The road waa rough and hilly ; they had turned 
off the well-beaten track leading to Aber, and were 
slowly winding up a narrow, rocky ascent, that 
seemed, as Bridget said, to lead right up to the top 
of a mountain. However, when they had attained 
a certain elevation, they came doWa. again, greatly 
to the good servant's indignation, and she inveighed 
stoutly against the stupidity of the "Welsh for 
making their roads in such wild, out-of-the-way 
places, and for going up a hill for the sheer purpose 
of coming down on the other side. 

The darkness increased fast, for the moon had 
gone down behind the distant line of the Anglesea 
coast; and when at length their uneasy vehicle 
stopped before a small white gate, nothing could 
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be discerned save the gravel- path, which showed 
obscurely, as it appeared to lead upwards into a 
world of blackness. But while Lilian began to 
grope her way, and Bridget was once more absorbed 
in luggage cares, a light shone from the &ont door, 
and an elderly lady came down the path, shading 
a candle with her hands, and peering about for the 
travellers. 

" Ah ! my dear madam," said a sweet voice, in a 
pure English accent, "we had given you up, we 
thought it was too late to expect you any longer." 

Lilian was extremely surprised ; she had had no 
doubt the candle was carried by the rough little 
"Welsh girl, whom her father-in-law t6ld her he 
had engaged to clean the house, and receive the 
furniture, prior to her own arrival. She began to 
fancy she had made a mistake, and alighted at the 
house of one of her new neighbours ; so she replied 
to the kindly voice, " Is this Bryndyffiryn ? I fear 
we are wrong." 

"All right," returned the lady, "this is Bryn- 
dyflfryn, there is no other house within a quarter 
of a mile. I am Miss "Williams, my brother is 
the clergyman of this village, and he thought, 
and I thought, it would be very miserable for you 
to stay all night in a dreary unfurnished house, 
80 I came to ask you to go with me to the 
vicarage, and remain till to-morrow morning. I 
hope you will excuse the liberty I have taken ; but 
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my bfoUier knows llr. Hope, senioTy Tery well; 
indeed he consulted liim by letter, on 1^ eligibility 
of Bryndyfl&yn as a leadence for yonrself ; and it 
seemed unfriendly, thongb rather nnceremonions, 
not to come here and offer yon some kind of hospi- 
tality on yonr arrival ; so I do hope you will come 
down with me to the vicarage and haye some tea. 
There is a room quite ready for you, and my brother 
is expecting you this minute." 

Had Lilian been an unmitigated fine lady, she 
would have been alike confounded and disgusted by 
Hiss 'Williams' kind-hearted attentions; but two 
years of artificial life had by no means changed her 
original nature, and a franker, truer-hearted maiden 
than Lilian Gray had never trodden the moors of 
Yorkshire ; so she responded gratefully to the 
simple, earnest kindness that welcomed her on the 
threshold of her new home. 

The house certainly looked uninviting ; some 
attempts had been made at rendering one of the 
parlours habitable ; but piles of unpacked furniture, 
carpetless fioors, and uncurtained wiadows, looked 
wretched enough by candle-light, and after the 
fatigue of a long weary journey. So Lilian thank- 
fully accepted her new friend's offer, and in a few 
minutes she and Bridget were again in the open air. 

The quarter of a mile did not seem very long, and 
the exercise rather refreshed Lilian, who was per- 
fectly weary of sitting still j nevertheless, the warm 
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bright parlour at the vicarage, the cheerful face of 
Dr. Williams, and the table set for a bountiM 
dinner-tea, wore an aspect at once home-like and 
inviting. 

Lilian passed a delightful evening with her new 
friends. Dr. Williams was about fifby years of age ; 
his sister, Winifred, perhaps ten years younger. 
They were charmed with the lady- like simplicity of 
their beautiful young guest, and deeply interested 
in certain little traits of character, which, in the 
course of an animated conversation, could not fail to 
be developed. 

When she had retired for the night, the sister aud 
brother remained together over the dying fire, and, 
in that pleasing season of unrestrained and confiden- 
tial intercourse, it was only natural to revert to 
LiLiau. 

"Is she not lovely?" asked Miss Williams, 
admiringly, as soon as the object of her innocent 
enthusiasm was fairly out of hearing. 

" Most beautiful ! " replied the doctor, emphati- 
cally. " Winifred ! do you know Mrs. Hope re- 
minds me of my poor Maria ; she has just the same 
shadowy eyes, and the same expression about the 
mouth. My poor Maria ! she would have been an 
elderly woman now— older than you are, Winifred. 
That was the great trial of my early manhood ; not 
only the sorrow, the loss, the void that never, never 
could be filled on earth, but there was the tempta- 
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turn to qnestioii the goodness of the di^nsation 
which matched away so ^dr and pore a creatare. I 
used to say to myself why was she taken ? — ^what 
had I done to be so severely disciplined? She 
would hare heen the teacher and goide of the 
yoong, the stay of the aged, ^he comfort of the 
afflicted ; in all ways she wonld have been a help* 
meet for the minister of Crod, and, like the flower of 
the field, she gladdened ns all with the sweet pro- 
mise of her nnfdlfllled goodness and beauty, and 
then was seen no more." 

The good clergyman's Toice sank almost to a 
whisper. Nearly thirty years had passed since the 
betrothed of his youth had been carried to her 
maiden grave, but the remembrance o^ her sweet- 
ness and loveliness was still fresh in his memory. 
Her image was always there in the loving, fSedthftd 
heart; its beauty never dimmed by contact with 
the corroding cares of this world, never changing, 
never growing old, but young, bright, and devoted^ 
as in those days of the past, when they roamed 
together over the green hills and along the wild 
shores of their native country. 

*'But you understand it now," said Winifred, 
caressing her brother's hand as she spoke. 

He turned round quickly. " No, Winifred, I do 
not understand it ; but I am content to trust. I 
know now how good and faithful a Master I serve. I 
do not doubt the wisdom aad the love that bade me 
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renounce my sweet terrestrial paradise ; but I wait 
till He shall say to me, ' Come up higher.' Then I 
shall understand. I shall know, even as I am 
known, and all that has seemed mysterious will 
be clear; it is only to be patient a little while 
longer. Thirty years have passed since my great 
sorrow came upon me. I think it will not be 
thirty years more." 

There was a silence. Then Miss Williams said, 
** Brother, do you know I am afraid this pretty 
young creature has known a great deal of trouble, 
there is such a sad look in her face when she is not 
speaking ; and did you hear how she sighed once or 
twice when you and I were talking together ? " 

'* Yes, I think she has had, or is, perhaps, even 
now enduring, some heavy trial. I think, too, it 
would have been more considerate of her husband to 
<x)me down here with her, instead of leaving her to 
prepare the house for his reception, to make things 
comfortable, as she said herself. From what I could 
gather &om Mr. Hope's letters, his son had been 
extravagant, and was obliged to come here to econo- 
mise, and to be out of the way of evil companions — 
assort of banishment, I fancy. I fear it will scarcely 
answer, transplanting a fashionable, extravagant 
young man, fresh from the gaieties of the metropolis, 
to a lonely Welsh village. It will need something 
more to effect even the Jirat principles of refor- 
mation." 
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*' Well, brother, I am glad they have come hero 
instead of elsewhere ; perhaps we shall be able to do 
something for them. I shall try to be very intimate 
with Mrs. Hope ; and you, on your part, must culti-. 
vate the husband as soon as he makes his appearance. 
Now, good night ; it is almost morning." 
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CHAPTEE XXllI. 

THE PAST AND THE FUTHKE. 

" Have patience ! — ^greet the summer flowers with joy I 
Their pure sweet lives are gifts from God to thee ; 
Let earnest works of love thy days employ, 

And keep thy heart in steadfast purity: 
Hope on : — bear, on ! — when thou at last shalt win the prize, 
The way, though dark, will seem a short one to the skies." 

E. J. W. 

For the next, and for several succeeding days, Liliai^ 
was busily occupied. She not only gave necessary 
orders to Bridget and to the little "Welsh maiden, 
who were to compose her domestic staff through the 
winter, but she performed with her own hands many 
little offices to which they had long been unaccus- 
tomed. When Saturday evening came she was very 
tired ; but her work was done, and she looked round 
her new abode with thorough satisfaction in the fruit 
of her labours. 

The house stood high, at some distance fi'om the 
sea — midway it seemed between the waves and the 
mountains. It was roomy, but old-fashioned, the 
ceilings were low, the passages dark, the staircase 
winding) and the chimney-pieces were, one and all, 
b2 
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lofty, and elaborately omamented in the old- 
fashioned style of earring and plaster decorations. 
On the regular sitting-room, Lilian and Miss 
"Williams had expended their nnited taste, and 
their most strennons exertions. It had looked so 
gloomy on the night of Mrs. Hope's arriral, that she 
had despaired of erer imparting to the wide, cheer- 
less apartment, an aspect of warmth and comfort ; 
and she dreaded Basil's first introduction to the 
dull, lonely mansion, of which he was doomed to be 
master. 

But it is astonishing what two feminine minds can 
effect. Busy heads and actire hands have, ere now, 
made the most desolate abodes dwelling-places of 
brightness, comfort, and eren of elegance and luxury ; 
and woman, in her own undoubted sphere, her true 
and rightful Idngdom^home I — ^may, if she be only 
gifted with a true-loying heart, and an energetic 
temperament, accomplish almost anything ! — ^that is, 
if her efforts be prompted by the pure desire of 
ministering to the comfort and happiness of those 
whom it is her duty and her joy to make her first 
earthly consideration. 

Doing one's utmost for the comfort, gratification, 
and well-being of one's family is a very different 
thing from straining erery nerve, occupying every 
waking moment, and submitting to every kind of 
shift in the vain endeavour to make a better show 
in society than one's position and circumstances 
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naturally allow. Such efforts are always in the end 
unsuccessful ; they are as futile as the weary labours 
of the Danaides of classic lore, and they must surely 
be as weary, as mocking, and as miserable. Stand- 
ing on tip-toe is an unnatural, and therefore a very 
painful position, though it does seem to add an inch 
or two to one's height ; walking on stilts also elevates 
one far above the vulgar crowd, but it is an inconve- 
nient mode of pedestrianism ; and yet there are 
people who stand on tip-toe, or stalk about on stilts 
(which are sure to give their patrons many a stumble 
and many a fall), all their lives long. How painful, 
how wearying, how unsatisfactory it must be. 

Very different were Lilian's feelings when, on 
Saturday evening, she and Miss Williams sat down 
to a late tea, in the room that had been garnished 
and "redd up" with such exceeding pains. A 
blazing fire cast a rich glow on the crimson cur- 
tains; on the gilt frames of some engravings that 
had adorned Lilian's own houdoir in her wealthier 
days, and which were now hung up to make a show, 
and to enliven the dark panelled walls of the low- 
ceiled room; and on the dahlias and china-asters 
which were liberally bestowed in every spare nook. 
A china-plate of flowers occupied the centre of the 
tea-table, flanked by bread-and-butter and dry toast ; 
flowers ornamented the high, antique mantelpiece ; 
vases of flowers were on the pianoforte — ^the small 
cottage piano, which Mr. Hope had substituted for 
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the grand " CoUard and CoUard," which had been 
the pride of poor Lilian's heart ; and flowers smiled 
on distant tables, in deep window-seats, and every- 
where, in short, where they could be comfortably 
accommodated. 

Miss Williams was to remain all night with 
Lilian; this was the first time of her sleeping in 
her new abode, and she was not yet accustomed to 
the idea of three women keeping sole watch and 
ward in a lonely house, where the roar of the sea 
and the moan of the mountain wind kept up a con- 
tinual murmur the night through. 

Miss "Williams, who would walk anywhere, under 
any circumstances, and at any hour between dusk 
and dawn, seemed to Lilian a host in herself; 
and though Bridget volunteered to clean and load 
an old gun she saw in the vicarage pantry, and to 
shoot any marauder who might make his appearance, 
her mistress felt greatly relieved when Miss Williams 
oflfered herself as companion and body-guard for the 
Saturday and Sunday nights. On Monday Basil was 
expected, and every one knows what a sense of pro- 
tection is afforded by the mere presence of the. 
master of the house. 

In the meantime Lilian and Winifred Williams 
had become very intimate; there is nothing like 
working together for setting people at their ease, 
and making them understand each other ; a week's 
co-operation in useful, hearty labour, is worth moro 
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than a yearns chatting, dancing, and visiting, for the 
purpose of bringing heart to heart, those who arc to 
become friends in the real sense of the word. Lilian 
had told Miss Williams many of her own errors and 
shortcomings; she had explained to her that she 
was no longer the petted, idolised wife ' of her once 
devoted husband, but she never blamed Basil, she 
never said anything that could throw a reflection 
on his conduct, and she gave herself entire credit for 
the sad, bitter alienation from him, whom she still 
loved as passionately and undividedly as on the day 
when she had plighted to him her maiden faith in 
the dear old church at Kirby-Brough. 

Miss "Williams was deeply interested in the sorrow- 
ful young wife, and she cried bitterly over the re- 
cital of little Basil's death, which Lilian gave with 
quivering voice, and whitened lips and cheeks, never 
sparing herself, never saying one word in extenuation 
of her own temper, vanity, and wilfulness, but ending 
ever with — ** I deserved it ! I was not fit to train 
my child: I was a careless, thoughtless, worldly 
mother, Mid Gk)d took him from me, to dwell among 
the angels." 

" Yes ! among the angels," said Miss "Williams, 
wiping away her tears. " In years to come, when, 
perhaps, you may be brooding anxiously and pain- 
fully over the prospects of other children, the thought 
of this your * firstborn blessing,' safe in the arms of 
Him who loved the little ones with a great Almighty 
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love, safe from the snares of the world, from the 
contamination of evil example, from all that darkens 
the path of so many who are spared to years of ma- 
turity ; the thought of your darling landed safe on 
the heavenly shore, will give you peace and comfort, 
and you will say : — 

** *■ God took thee in his mere}, 
A Iamb unUisked, untried ; 
He fought the fight for thoc. 

He won the victory. 
And thou art sanctified.'" 

''And when all things here seem so dark," said 
Lilian, " when fears and cares press heavily upon 
me, I think of my boy, and of Alice, to whom no 
sorrow, no suspense, can ever more come. I think 
of them in their bright, glorious home, standing for 
ever in the presence of their Saviour, and mingling 
and communing with angels and archangels, and 
the spirits of just men made perfect ; and in looking 
onward to the time when I — I hope it may be so — . 
when I, too, shall join them in that world of joy; 
and the way seems shorter and less dreary. Yes, it 
it is a blessed thing to have some loved ones already 
in heaven." 

"It is," replied Miss Williams ; and her thoughts 
wandered far away, to the last hours of some who 
were dearer to her than her own life ; and now that 
the pain was past, the yearning void mercifully 
filled, she felt that it was indeed blessed to know 
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that of her most precious treasures, nearly all were 
shining like the bright stars of heaven, around the 
throne of Him who loved them and gave Himself 
for them. And Lilian murmured, haK to herself, 
half to her musing companion — 

** * Tis sweet, as year by year wo lose 
Friends out of sight, in faith to mnse, 
How grows in Paradise our store ! ' 

Do you know those lines, Miss "Williams?" 

" I know them well, and 1 feel the full force of 
their beauty. The whole poem is replete with 
strength and swecttness ; the last verse is eis remark- 
able foy its vigour as the preceding ones for their 
soft, yet high-toned melody — 

** * Then cheerily to your work again, 
With hearts new-braced and set, 
To run untir'd love's blessed race, 

As meet for those who, face to face. 
Over the grave their Lord have met.* ** 

** Love's blessed race!" On that course Lilian 
had set out ; the first trembling steps were taken, 
and ever and anon, even already, came a transient 
glimpse of the bright and distant goal. She hoped — 
she knew — as she advanced on the rough but blessed 
path, that the glorious towers of her inheritance 
would rise higher, and show clearer and clearer 
through the mists of worldly cares and earth-bom 
entanglements. There was but one thing to do — 
to go forwards — always forwarcU-^oing the day's 
work with a cheerful heart, gathering the wayside 
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flowers with a thankful spirit, and looking ever td 
TTim whose love and mercy first brought her wan- 
dering feet into the heavenly road. 
. "Yes," she said, turning suddenly to Miss 
Williams; "I see it all now; I understand that 
the spiritual life is a conflict, not a hymn, as some 
Erench author remarks. I see that heaven is to be 
won, not dreamed about. He who gave us the 
grace, the pardon, the remission of our sins, gives us 
also the work He would have us to do. 

" I was reading yesterday the 15 th chapter of 1st 
Corinthians, and I was struck with its conclusion. 
After a long argument on the resurrection of the 
. body, the apostle breaks out into a strain of holy 
triumph — ' death, where is thy sting ? grave, 
where is thy victory?' But he winds up in the 
solemn, serene tones, which are fittest for a Christian 
who knows that a task lies before him, to b^ faith- 
fully performed at the bidding, and to the honour 
and glory of his Master's name: * Therefore, my 
beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, unmovable, always 
abounding in the work of the Lord, forasmuch as 
ye know that your labour is not in vain in the 
Lord.' " 

Again they were silent, and Lilian sat gazing 
fixedly into the glowing embers of the fire. " I am 
thinking of Monday," she said, at length. "What 
will Basil think of our new home ? Oh, I am afraid 
— so afraid." 
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"Do not be afraid; he may take to his altered 
way of life more kindly than you anticipate. He 
may — ^indeed, I believe he will — come to bless the 
day that led him, though unwillingly, to his "Welsh 
home." 

" I wish " and again Lilian stopped. 

" You wish what, my dear ?'* 

"I wish — I do earnestly wish — ^I were a better 
companion for Basil. I think if I had been different 
he would not have — he would have cared more 
about home ; he would never have sought these gay 
companions, whom his father so dislikes. You see, 
I had a curious kind of education. I had some 
talent, and I learnt a little of many things; and 
because I had read a good many tales, and could 
quote a great deal of poetry, I thought I possessed a 
cultivated mind. I found out my mistake when I 
went to Hopelands. Basil's sisters seemed to know 
about everything. I soon came to see that he loved 
literature— the study of languages and science — as 
well as they did ; and oh, how mortified — how angry 
I was when sometimes he left me to my novels, 
while he and Olivia talked about plants, and sea- 
weeds, and mosses, and the strata of the earth* 
And sometimes they talked about old times and old 
heroes, and they would fetch great, heavy books out 
of the library, and search for what they wanted for 
hours ; and all they talked about was Greek to me, 
though it did seem very entertaining , and if ever I 
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put in a remark, I was sure to say something 
absurd, and Olivia would turn to Basil with such . 
a smile and such a look of compassion. Oh, these 
times were torture to me ! but I know I was not 
patient." 

*' How old are you, my dear ?" 

" I shall soon be twenty-two." 

"Young enough to do a great deal in the way 
of mental culture. Suppose you do something in 
the way of self-education. There are books enough, 
at the vicarage, and you will have sufficient time on 
your hands after you have attended to your domestic 
duties. I think study will do you good in every 
way. Do not quite lay aside healthy fiction and 
poetry, but take it as a dessert to a substantial 
repast. I know something of botany; we will 
study it together in the spring ; we will begin with 
the snowdrops. And I can help you in French and 
German, if you choose to go into those languages. 
I was on the Continent for eight years ; in fact, my 
dear, I was governess in a family who were tra- 
velling abroad." 

** It will be delightful," said Lilian, with some- 
thing of her old impetuosity; ** and I will not let 
Basil know what I am about till I am quite a clever 
woman." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A DAllK DAT. 

'* The (lay is cold, and dark, and dreary 
It mills, and the wind is never weary ; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
Bnt at every gust the dead leaves fall. 

And the day is dark and dreary." — Loxofbllow. 

** Yet in her inmost soul there was a light, 
Whici), ever as the darkness gathered in, 
Grew brighter • lighting up her lonely way , 

With heiivoidy radiance — and imparling still 
The deepest peace.'' 

The Dove on the Cross. 

The Sunday passed calmly and pleasantly. It was 
the last day of the long, beautiful autumn. As 
Lilian and her friend walked home in the afternoon 
from the English serrice, they stood on the high, 
breezy down, watching the bright ripple on the 
clear green waves, and gazed lovingly and admir* 
ingly on the crystal sky, that, unstained by mist or 
cloud, hung like a dome of pure sapphire over moun- 
tain, sea, and shore. Then came sunset; and the 
mists rose, spirit-like, from the awful bosom of 
tiie solemn mountains. A rosy flush burned on their 
cold, lonely brows, and lovely tints lighted up old 
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Ocean's qniTering breast, as he rolled his silvery 
waves roundly and smoothly on the rocky shore. 

** If .to-morrow evening be so fair," said Lilian, 
-earnestly, " I am sure Basil cannot fail to be de- 
lighted with his new home. Those grand hoary 
mountains, that wide heaving sea, yonder wild 
rocky dells, waterfalls, dashing streams, mists that 
wear the beauty of a paradisiacal vision ! — can there 
be a scene of more surpassing grandeur and love- 
liness?" 

" It is most beautiful," said Miss AVilliams; " and 
the years I have spent in this place by no. means 
diminish the pleasure I experience in watching from 
season to season, the beauties that now strike you 
for the first time. Autumn is certainly the golden 
age of the mountain-land ! " 

The evening faded into night, and dark clouds 
came sailing over the sea j a mighty wind swept the 
restless waves, and drove the mountain mists into 
the vales beneath. The morning rose on a changed 
world. The trees were nearly stripped of their gay 
foliage ; branches were torn from the parent stems ; 
,and many tender young shrubs lay prostrate on the 
ground. The mountains were not to be seen ; the 
heavy, leaden clouds had rolled down their sides 
almost to the base; and a small, thick rain fell 
steadily and soakingly. As to the sea, it might 
be heard thundering on the huge shingles and rocks 
of the bay ; but its troubled waters were shrouded 
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in an impenetrable bluish-grey fog. Lilian looked at 
the dismal prospect in dismay; and when Bridget 
came in with the kettle and the coffee, she had to 
listen to a long tirade against foreign countries, 
where there was summer sunshine one day, and 
storms fit to scare the witches on the next. 

The fire would not bum brightly, the small 
window-panes scarcely admitted the feeble light 
of the tempestuous morning ; the wind roared round 
the outer walls, howled at the comers, and whistled 
and sighed like a tormented spirit in the dark 
passages of the echoing house. "What would be 
Basil's first impression ? That was all she thought 
about. If it had been but calm and bright as on 
the preceding day, and as it had been ever since she 
came to Wales! About noon Miss "Williams left 
her ; and Lilian, too unsettled to sew, too spiritless 
to read or study, sat drearily gazing out into the 
dun, dull depths of fog-land. 

She ate her solitary dinner, wondering all the 
while whether Basil had reached Chester, and 
whether the train would stay long enough for him 
to obtain comfortable refreshment. Bridget put the 
finale to her mistress's discomforture by exclaiming, 
when she came to remove the dinner things, "Well! 
it's a shocking day for the master ; he'll be sure to 
think he's got out of the world where other people 
live!" 

Bryndyffryn did, indeed, seem to be a veritable 
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Patmos, nprearing its white, lain-beaten walls, in 
the midst of a sea of fog. The Tillage beneath, the 
church tower, the fishermen's huts under the rocks, 
and the mighty Penmaenmawr himself^ were as 
completely blotted out as though some wicked genie 
had spirited them away during the night. Lilian 
felt as if she, Bridget, and the stout Welsh lass were 
left alone in an uninhabited land. 

Just ere twilight fell, the wind changed and swept 
away the leaden mists that had shrouded earth and 
sea ; but the landscape was in no way improved ; 
everything, drenched in the ceaseless rain, looked 
black and wild, the mountain sides (for the tops 
were still invisible) stood out, savage, weird, and 
inky; the ravines showed like sable abysses of 
Tartarus; and the sea, no longer green, glitter^ 
ing, and serene, broke on the shore, and dashed and 
groaned in the caverns of the rocks, as though it 
would sap the solid foundations of the everlasting 
hills. 

Lilian could only think of one of Tennyson's 
picture verses, which she remembered reading with 
Basil, long, long ago, when her husband loved her, 
and called her his own precious "Lily," and when 
her little babe lay slumbering on her lap. 

Alternately she mused on the sweet golden time, 
tliat seemed now to belong to another and a fairer 
life, long since passed away, and repeated to her- 
self:— 
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" An iron coast and angry waves. 

You seem'd to hear them climb and fall, 
And roar rock-tliwarted under bellowing caves. 
Beneath the windy wall." 

While Lilian was absorbed in lier reverie, there 
was a lull in the wild tumult of the storm, and, 
above the heavy booming of the sea, she could 
discern some little disturbance, quite close at hand. 
There was a car at the garden gate, a gentle- 
man, well clothed in muffters and waterproof gar- 
ments, was stamping on the soaked, mossy gravel, 
and shaking off the rain that literally streamed from 
his person ; and there was the roughest and wiriest 
of Skye terriers barking with all his might at the 
fierce gust of wind that, sweeping suddenly down 
from the mountains, almost carried him off his legs. 

The gentleman, the dog, and the luggage were 
all quite familiar, and Lilian flew into the hall to 
welcome Basil, who, when the door was opened, 
looked more like a bad-tempered water-spirit than 
an affectionate English husband. But LiKan did 
not perceive his discontented look, and she hast- 
ened to bestow the kiss she had been longing to 
give ever since they parted at the Euston Square 
station. 

" There, there ; that will do, Lilian ! " was all 
the return she met with. Her affectionate demon- 
strations received only a cold and tardy response. 
With every nerve trembling, and the tears, in spito 

9 
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cf an her effisti, rimig in her eyes, she led the way 
into Ihe pariofiir. " What place is this ? " he asked, 
impatiently, looldng roond ihe laige, low room. wiHi 
an air of weariness and disgost. 

'^This is ihe parlour — the dining-room, I sup- 
pose I mnst call it," replied Lilian, forcing a smile ; 

" rather different from the B Street dining-room, 

is it not ? But still it is a snng room when the 
curtains are drawn and the lamp lighted ; and when 
the weather is hiight, there is the most delightful 
prospect!" 

Bridget now made her appearance, and carried off 
the wet coats and plaids, which were ruthlessly cast 
down on Lilian's pretty, new crimson table-cloth, 
which she flattered herself gaye quite a rich tone of 
colouring to the sombre apartment. 

" "What a cursed country this is," was the next 
remark ; *' every puddle is a lake, every brook is a 
torrent, and the pathways are quagmires. A man at 
the Penmaenmawr station tells me it may be Christ- 
mas before we see the mountains again ; and, as for 
roads, they are certainly contrived for the sole and 
express purpose of making beasts stumble and men 
swear ! " 

Lilian looked up deprecatingly ; his tone was even 
harsher than his words. She knew from experience 
that that peculiar voice boded asperity on his part, 
and discomfort on her own. 

" Where are we to dine ? What kind of coal do 
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you call this ? Have you no idea how to make up a 
fire that will watm one, after a nine hours' journey 
on such a day as this ? I am starved to death, and I 
have tasted nothing but a biscuit and a little brandy- 
and-water since I left Euston Square. Why do you 
not tell me when the dinner will be ready ? " 

A few months ago she would have answered 
angrily, that he asked questions in such rapid suc- 
cession as to leave no opportunity for reply ; but she 
was wiser now ; both as a Christian woman, and as 
a prudent wife, she had learned the value of the soft 
answer that tumeth away wrath. 

She meekly answered that she had ordered tea 
and something substantial, thinking it would be more 
refreshing after his long dismal journey. He turned 
round sharply, after poking the fire so fiercely that 
the glowing embers fell on the hearth-rug and 
scorched the nose of the Skye terrier, who howled 
dismally, and was kicked by his master, and sworn 
at besides. 

" Confound your tea ! Do you think I am to drink 
tea at five o'clock in the afternoon, like a country 
miss, or like babies at a boarding-school? Order 
dinner immediately, and tell them to be quick about 
it." 

"TeU them,'' thought Lilian. " Oh, poor Basil, 

you think you still have a thorough staff of servants 

in your kitchen. If Bridget were not here, I must 

fulfil your commands myself; my "Welsh maid-of-aU- 

s2 



260 THE wife's tbials. 

work has not the remotest conception of the neces- 
sary treatment required for a mutton chop. Then 
she said, good humouredly, " "Well ! I will have my 
tea, while you dine. I assure you, I have provided 
no despicable repast, whether it be colled dinner, 
tea, or supper. Dr. "Williams sent me some wood- 
cocks this morning, and Bridget has some excellent 
way of cooking them ; there are mutton chops, too, 
and cold beef from yesterday's dinner, to say nothing 
of ham that is the very best I ever tasted." 

** Do you mean to say you have actually dined ? " 
" Certainly. I dined at one o'clock. I have done 
so ever since I came to Bryndyffiyn. The good 
people here would be confounded at the bare men- 
tion of a six o'clock dinner. I believe Miss "Williams 
and her brother take their tea at five, and they are 
certainly the aristocracy of the place ! " 

" A delightful place, on your own showing, where 
the clergyman's family does not even conform to 
civilised customs, but follows in the wake of the 
peasantry. I tell you what it is, Lilian, I hated 
the very mention of this place, I hate it more now 
that I am here, and I will teach Mr. Hope, of Hope- 
lands, that he is not to banish his heir to a savage 
wilderness with impunity. He shall pay dearly for 
sending me to this barbarous, wretched nook of Great 
Britain. Sent out .of the way of bad companions, I 
suppose — sent into retirement to break the naughty 
boy of his troublesome habits! — ^the ungovernable 
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beast stinted of his provender, that he may be tamed 
and subdued ! Tamed indeed ! they little know me. 
Look I there is a letter I got yesterday from Theresa's 
hypocritical, canting, Puseyite husband, taking ad- 
vantage of our relationship to say * a few words of 
warning to one whom' the world and sinful associates 
have, led astray ! ' A Puseyite, indeed ! daring to 
lecture trie ! — a poor, puling, pining, whining, lack- 
adaisical Puseyite, tliat is neither fish, flesh, nor 
fowl. . Such a hybrid of Eomanism, and Anglicanism, 
and schism, and heresy, and dissent vnthout the 
name, to talk about his priestly authority ! But I 
wrote him a settler last night. I told him there 
were three things I detested and despised — Birming- 
ham jewellery, gooseberry champagne, and Puseyism. 
The mean, pitiful, black-coated fellow ! " 

Basil was silenced by the appearance of his dinner, 
which he found sad fault vdth, but which, neverthe- 
less he seemed to enjoy amazingly. The bottled 
porter he said was flat, and he deplored the good 
Burgundy that he had made up his mind to buy, 
just before "the row" began; still he drank much 
more of the abused beverage than his anxious wife 
liked to see. All the evening he talked on in the 
same strain, menacing Theresa and her husband, 
defying his father, and finding extensive fault with 
the place, the house, the furniture, and the arrange- 
ment of things generally. Lilian spoke only to be 
contradicted and treated as an ignorant simpleton; 
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all her hibaan^ all her thoogixta, all her pretty 
Aerieen teemed thrown away, yotbing pleased 
JkaSl; and at last he smoked his cigar in sulkj 
mleneef and drank sach copious draoghts of almost 
tindilnted spirit^ that Lilian's heart qnaHed within 
her* Poor Lilian! that one week seemed to hare 
made Basil ten times worse than before ; she conld 
only be silent^ and pray earnestly for better days 
to come. 

She went up to bed with a heavy heart : she felt 
a , sickening sense of disappointment as she paused 
at the landing-window to look out on the night. 
The clouds had rolled away — ^the moon and the 
stars wore shining brilliantly in the blue, placid 
sky. '* So will the clouds of care and sorrow roll 
away in Ood*s good time," said Lilian softly to 
horsnlf, "and joy and beauty will shine again on 
tho woary heart; but perhaps not in this life. 
Well I what then ? this life is but an atom of time 
compared with tho eternity of the life to come ! " 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

KEW HOPES. 

<< Christian ! this world is not thy rest; 
Think thou art on a troubled main 
That most be cross'd, tho' rough the waves. 
Thro' perils, tempests, toils, and pains. 
^ Heaven is thine haven ! Christ thy star. 
Who guides thee o'er the rolling deep ; 
The magnet that attracts thy bark, 

When the weak heart sinks down to sleep. 

** Think that the port is closer, as 
Each sad or huppy hour is past; 
Ere long the heavenly towers will rise. 
And on death's stream their shadows cast." 

Sacred Year, E. J. W. 

That long, dreary winter! how heavily the dull, 
dismal days went by. Storm, and mist, and wet 
withont, and gloom and sadness within. Basil began 
to write his book — ^the book that was to stamp his 
fSame as an author — the book that was to circulate 
witii the rapidity of slander — ^the book that was to 
be in all men's hands, and upon all men's tongues, 
and that was to rival and finally eclipse "David 
Copperfield," "Jane Eyre," and "Uncle Tom's 
Cabin." 
Basil, however, refused to carry on his labours in 
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the common sitting-room^ and Lilian selected a small 
upper chamber, which she fitted up with infinite 
pains, and with no small satisfaction to herself; for 
already her pretty crimson table-cloth displayed two 
small islands and an extensive continent of ink; 
already the carpet had been subjected to rubbings 
and scrubbings and ablutions of hot water, and 
Bridget had prophesied that by Christmas every- 
thing in the room would be as black as sin. 

Still she felt very lonely, when, as soon as break- 
fast was over, Basil marched away to his study, 
never stopping to consider how she would employ or 
amuse herself till they met again. It was no weather 
for out-door exercise ; the roads and lanes were 
almost impassable, and often Lilian had found herself 
compelled to abandon even her walk to church. 
Sometimes the mist came down so heavily, that she 
was afraid of wandering out of her way; and twice 
the mud was so soft and so deep, that with great 
difficulty she managed to extricate herself, and go 
back home with such goloshes and such a dress-skirt 
as she had never before even faintly imagined. She 
saw very little of her Mends at the vicarage. Basil 
showed no inclination to cultivate their acquaint- 
ance, and the season and the weather were equally 
opposed to anything like continuous intercourse. 
Kow and then Miss "JiVilliams came up the muddy, 
windy hill, and spent an hour by Lilian's solitary 
hearth ; and often the little footboy from the vicar- 
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age, who could not speak ten consecutive words of 
English, came up to Bryndyffiyn with a kind note 
and a new book from his mistress to Mrs. Hope, and 
Bridget listened, in alternate disgust and wrath, to 
the wonderful clatter, the loud gutturals, and, what 
seemed to her English sense of propriety, the too 
free joking and laughing between the Cambrian 
youth and his stout, untidy-looking countrywoman. 
Certainly the Welsh women do hold all their con- 
versations in alto; a stupid Saxon might suppose 
every word to be fierce invective and unmitigated 
scolding. 

So every morning, when Basil vent upstairs to 
his literary labours, Lilian went to the kitchen — a 
practice which Bridget strenuously insisted on ; for, 
as she sagaciously observed, ^' If a mistress looks 
after things in the kitchen, larder, and pantry, one 
hour out of the twenty-four, things will not go very 
tar wrong, and she will have no need to give up her 
playing, and drawing, and reading, in order to go 
peeping and prying into affairs that have been 
neglected, and are consequently in arrears ; and she 
and her servant or servants, be they one or many, 
will go on the more comfortable ; for no good servant 
dislikes the watchful eye of a reasonable mistress, 
and a bad domestic is better out of the house at 
once." 

So Bridget reasoned — not that she intended her 
mistress to refrain from inspecting her domestic 
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concerns at any time that it might be needful, but 
she further remarked, ** When people had a thing 
to do, and they thought to do it any time, it was 
very like it would be done no time at all ; and a 
time for everything, and everything to its time, was 
as good a rule for the lady of the house as the old 
adage, * a place for everything,' etc." 

And BO Lilian fell into the habit of fully dis- 
charging her domestic duties before reading, prac- 
tising, or study were allowed their turn. At first 
she watched Bridget's manipulations in the culinary 
art, then she made an attempt herself; and, long 
before the dreary winter melted into sunny spring- 
time, she had become quite an adept in the science 
of household confectionery and plain economical 
cooking. She even improved on Bridget's cele- 
brated soup, that cost so little, and yet was accept- 
able to a gourmand; and Basil, little knowing 
whose skilful hands had contrived the delicious and 
inexpensive repast, declared his table was better 
served than in the days when he could aflford a 
professed cook. 

Then, when all was completed, Lilian divested 
herself of her print apron, rearranged her dark 
braids of hair, and sat down to her studies. Her 
habits of promiscuous reading had prevented any- 
thing like serious forgetfulness of the knowledge 
acquired in school-days; but she began now to 
perceive that the education she helieved finished six 
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years before, was in fact barely begun; that the 
edifice which she flattered herself had long ago 
been built up perfect and complete, had scarcely 
risen above the foundations, and was in fact hardly 
discernible amid the confused heap of scaffolding 
which desultory reading and shallow, straitened 
school studies had necessarily produced. It was 
astonishing how much she found to investigate in 
little things with which she once imagined herself 
quite conversant, but whose surface, she was now 
assured, had been merely skimmed. 

She began a thorough course of history, • taJdng 
notes as she went, making many researches by the 
way, in order to comprehend fully the minutes of 
historical detail. And this course of study became 
so charming, that to her fervent, earnest nature 
there was danger of becoming too completely en- 
grossed in its pursuance. How it delighted her to 
find things, which had formerly been incompre- 
hensible or obscure, gradually growing clear and 
distinct ; how pleasant it was to feel the full force 
of many beautiful similes and many apt allusions, 
which had been till now a mere dead letter. 

And one branch of inquiry naturally led to another 
and another, till the field of investigation became 
tantalisingly extensive. It was to Lilian like walk- 
ing in a paradise of fiowers, with permission to cull 
all, but with time only for the gathering of a few. 
There was a fear lest, in flitting from flower to 
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flower, in order to see wliich was most worthy of 
selection, the limited season should pass by, and 
fewer than might have been, remain appropriated 
to herself. 

But always when Basil came downstairs, whether 
he were conversible or sullen, the books were laid 
aside. The history, the biography, the poetry, and 
the novel were alike dismissed when his step was 
heard in the vestibule, and Lilian took up her work- 
basket, that was always at hand, and sewed while 
it pleased him to talk, or to smoke his cigar in 
reserved silence. 

That Lilian was strangely altered could not fail 
to be apparent to Basil ; but what had wrought the 
change he did not trouble himself to inquire. She 
was often very pale and quiet, but. she always 
looked cheerful when he made his appearance. She 
never reproached him as formerly ; and all through 
that long, dreary winter, though doomed to hours 
of solitude, she did not utter a single complaint. 
" Certainly," he muttered to himself one day, when 
for a moment he descended to the parlour, and saw 
the bright face which his wife raised from the 
volume in her hand, " some women thrive better in 
adversity than in affluence. Here is Lilian sitting 
alone for hours on a cold, dark, wet January day, 
in a solitary house, without hope of visiting, or 
concerts, or operas, or new novels, or even the day's 
paper, looking as bright and serene as if all the 
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"world was at her feet, wliile a few montlis ago all 
the f^Uh and operas in London conld not content 
her ; she was always fretting, or sulking, or crying 
in her own room — ^really it is altogether incompre- 
hensible." 

Then Basil began to notice that the tone of her 
conversation was mnch improved. Lady-like and 
refined it had ever been, and, to a certain extent, 
sparkling and amusing; but now her remarks and 
sentiments betrayed an amount of cultivation for 
which he had never given her credit. He little 
dreamed how, for the sake of making herself a 
suitable companion for her more highly educated 
husband, she had patiently toiled like a child over 
the arcana of diflferent languages ; how she had waded 
through thick volumes of history and biography, 
and puzzled herself over rudimentary pamphlets on 
various sciences ! True learning had proved to her, 
as it does to all its single-hearted votaries, '^ its own 
exceeding great reward;" but, in the first place, 
the desire of improvement had originated in the 
hope of rendering her society more agreeable to her 
husband, and thereby winning him to love his home, 
and seek for pleasure within its precincts. 

Whether her work of gaining back his heart was 
progressing she could not tell. Sometimes she hoped 
it was ; he would linger after dinner and chat very 
comfortably over the fire, and in the evenings he 
now and then volunteered to read to her, as he used 
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to do in the dear old time. Still, she feared the 
deep steady love, that, with all its intensity, all its 
trust, its passion, and its truth, should make beau- 
tiful the every-day paths of married life, had died 
quite away ; or rather that it had never existed ; 
for " love is love for evermore I " 

She trembled lest she had never been loved as 
she and as all true-hearted noble men and women 
look to be loved ; she was afraid passion and grati- 
fied fancy had alone dictated the sentiment, which 
led Basil to prefer her to other women;— "And 
what more did I deserve?" she asked herself 
bitterly; "never was woman more unfit to take 
upon herself the sacred obligations of marriage. 
True, I loved him with all my heart ; but that was 
not enough. I thought only of my pleasures, not 
of my triaU^ as Basil's wife ; and now the pleasures, 
at least, such as I then called pleasures, are gone, 
and the trials are come upon me. Perhaps now 
it is too late — perhaps we shall always go on to 
our lives' end, in this sad, unsatisfactory way — 
perhaps the barrier, the void will be always there, 
and there will never, never be the union of heart 
and soul ! " 

But Lilian had one bright hope, that as yet she 
only whispered to herself, as a secret too sweet and 
precious to be named even to Miss Williams. When 
the early roses came, when the blossoms faded on 
the trees in the orchard, and when the birds sang 
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their sweetest melodies, she hoped God would give 
her another little child; and with very different 
feelings from those which had heralded the advent 
of her first-bom, she anticipated the time when, if 
it pleased God, she should again be the mother of a 
living child. Surely Basil would love her once 
more — ^love her as he used to do ; or if he had never 
truly loved, take her to his inmost heart, when he 
saw her nursing and tending the little one, who had 
come to them in their poverty and in their solitary 
mountain-home : 

But it would not take the place of the lost one 
who lay in his little grave in the sombre old chapel 
at Hopelands. That one was, and ever would be, 
distinct and individual in the mother's heart; the 
new hope would never absorb the. old, departed joy, 
the great joy that is given to women when they 
remember not their anguish and sorrow, for joy that 
a man is bom into the world. 

Lilian always thought of her dead babe, as many 
a mother thinks of her son, who is gone away into 
a fax country, never to return while she lives ; in 
her thoughts he was hers always ; still her beautiful 
child whom on the earth she had lulled to sleep on her 
bosom ; but who now needed no more parental care, 
no more watchings, no more lullabies, for he listened 
ever to the " angels* song." And she wondered 
whether the babe who was to come with the early 
summer would be like his little brother; and as 
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soon as the infant mind began to unfold she meant 
to talk to the child of the other baby that belonged 
to her and Basil ; who had gone so early to see his 
Savionr face to face, to walk the golden streets of 
heaven, and hold converse with the saints, and 
prophets, and martyrs of olden time, and with the 
spirits of all the just made perfect. 

Do we think enough of heaven ? Are there any 
among us who think of it as they ought? Stand 
still one minute, pause in the busy round of mortal 
life, and look back to the very foundation of the 
Church militant. Force back the waves of time, 
read reverently the dim pages of the past, and take 
note of the men who walked with God, of whom the 
world was not worthy. 

The proto-martyr Abel; the translated Enoch; 
Abraham, the father of the faithful; Isaac, who 
meditated in the fields at evening-time ; Moses, the 
man of God, whom God honoured by calling him 
specially ** My servant Moses ; " Joshua, who led the 
children of Israel over Jordan ; David, the shepherd- 
king, the sweet singer of old time ; Elijah, borne 
heavenward in a chariot of fire, and all the prophets 
and all the saints and martyrs that ever walked the 
earth; all, all the glorious company of heaven are 
gathered there, out of every land, and tongue, and 
kindred, and clime ; a great multitude whom no 
man can number, walking the glorious streets, and 
dwelling in the many mansions prepared for the 
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redeemed. Snch is the blessed company with whom 
we axe to mingle in the heavenly country. We shall 
sit down with those whose names have thrilled our 
childish spirits, and made our hearts in manhood 
bum within us ; and above all, we shall be face to 
face with Him ^ whose name has been first and 
sweetest in the hymns we sang on earth; whose 
voice spoke to our souls the word of pardon and 
peace, and whose presence has been with us always, 
from the cradle to the tomb. "No pain, no parting, 
no sighing nor weeping, no sin. 

** Death, like a narrow stream, divides 
This heavenly land from ours/' 
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CHAPTER XXVL 



DISAPPOINTMENTS. 



"None but an author knows an author's cares, 
Or fancy's fondness for the child she bears/' 

CO-WPEB. 

The winter liad passed away, the spring was well- 
nigh melting into summer, when one morning Hiss 
Williams came to Basil, with a face all smilqs and 
tears, to congratulate him on the birth, not of the 
expected son and heir, but of twin daughters. 

Very different was the advent of these young 
ladies from that of their elder brother. Then Basil 
had paced the house in distracted alternations of 
hope and despair; then he had hurried from his 
wife's room to despatch a special messenger to 
Hopelands, with the welcome intelligence that an 
heir male of the third generation was bom to the 
ancient family of the Hopes ; then doctor and nurse, 
and all the admiring circle of servants had declared 
the baby, Master Hope, to be the very finest, 
largest, and most beautiful infant ever bom into 
this troublesome world; then neighbours of high 
degree came and sent with solicitous inquiries after 
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Mrs. Hope, and the young heir, who lay in his 
grand cot, under the shadow of snowy muslin and 
rose-colonred silk, sucking his thumb and sleeping, 
as though he had come into existence for the 
express purpose of enjoying a comfortable nap. 

N'ow he rose calmly from his writing, not however 
without a sense of thorough relief, and replied iu 
tones in which surprise evidently exceeded satisfac- 
tion. ** Two did you say, Miss Williams, two little 
girls?" 

** Yes! two, Mr. Hope; you have a double bless- 
ing bestowed upon you." 

Basil shrugged his shoulders, and hinted that the 
blessing was a maitter of opinion : if he had been 
consulted, he should have declared his preference for 
one son, rather than for two daughters. 

Miss Williams looked grave ; she did not like the 
tone in which the young man spoke ; and her own 
delight at welcoming the twin babies had been so 
extreme, that the father's indifference, or rather dis- 
content, grated harshly upon her ear. 

"Will you not see them?" she said at length, 
rather coldly; very coldly for her, for she was the 
most cordial and unformal person in the world. 

" Why ! no : — ^not yet ; but stay, I suppose I had 
better go and look at them, or Lilian will fancy I 
don't like them, and she will fret herself into a 
fever." 

80 he followed Miss Williams to his wife's room, 
T 2 
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where the two little things lay by their mother, 
looking 80 exceedingly small, so fragile, and to his 
masculine ideas so very unprepossessing in their 
general aspect, that he unguardedly pronounced 
them "ugly little monkeys," and declared that, so 
fer from feeling like their father, he could hardly 
believe they were of the same species of animal as 
himself. 

Miss Williams and Bridget were so exasperated at 
this imprudent speech, and so concerned at the effect 
it produced on the pale, exhausted mother, that they 
very unceremoniously hustled Mr. Basil out of the 
chamber ; and subsequently Bridget revenged herself, 
her mistress, and the young ladies, as she ceremo- 
niously called the six-hour old twins, by leaving his 
dinner entirely to the skill and discretion of the 
Welsh maiden, who, by the interesting event of the 
morning had been entirely bereft of the few notions 
she ever possessed. 

Accordingly at four o'clock, Basil sat down in soli- 
tary state to a discoloured fowl floating in a sea of 
greasy liquid, variegated with minute islets of olive 
green. This extraordinary compound Jenny Hughes 
fondly imagined to be "melted butter and parsley," 
but, as she had first boiled the parsley for an indefi- 
nite time, and then bestowed a sprinkle of flour on 
a quart of water, and a huge lump of salt butter, 
her efforts met with very indifferent success. 

The singular hue of the unlucky fowl disgusted 



DISAPPOINTMENTS. 277 

Basil at once ; but what was Ms amazement when 
he fully contemplated the marvellous sauce in which 
it reposed ! He rang the bell so furiously that Jenny 
rushed in with the toasting-fork in her hand, ex- 
pecting to find her master in a fit, or the room in 
flames. 

She met, however, with a warmer reception than 
she had anticipated. Such a torrent of words greeted 
her at the very threshold, that she stood there trans- 
fixed, holding aloft the toasting-fork, as if personat- 
ing Thetis brandishing l^eptune's trident. 

Being a very indifferent English scholar, she by 
no means understood her master's rapid and fiery 
exhortations. She perfectly comprehended that she 
was called a fool : why, she could not imagine. Pre- 
sently, as Basil pointed to the table and continued 
to rave, a new light gleamed upon her mind, and 
without a moment's delay she rushed frantically to 
the kitchen, bore back the forgotten vegetables, and 
placed them before her master with a proud little 
nod and a triumphant chuckle, that so far confounded 
him as to hush the tempest of words, and caused him 
to look earnestly at the smiling, rosy face before him, 
that betrayed such evident delight at the result of 
its owner's unaided genius. 

She was gone before he could recover his speech ; 
and with a comical mixture of anger, disgust, and . 
astonishment, he commenced a survey of the potatoes. 
Were they reallp potatoes ? Surely they, were some 
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choice petrifactionB from the caverns of Penmaen- 
mawr. The greens ! which Jenny thought the most 
admirable accompaniments to boiled fowl — grew 
they ever in British gardens, or were they marine 
productions of the dingiest green-brown imaginable ? 

Again the bell rang ; and this time Jenny compre- 
hended that she was required to carry out the first 
course, and take it whence it came. 

l^othing daunted, the heroic Welshwoman, having 
disencumbered herself of the rejected viands, pro- 
ceeded to usher in the second course, which consisted 
of apple-pudding and warmed-up fritters. It met 
with no better success. 

The pudding was not a pudding, and the fritters 
were so dried that they might have passed for any- 
thing either vegetable or animal. 

Basil thought he was served with Mzzled brown 
sealing-wax. 

At last — on bread and cheese and celery being 
produced as the finale of the repast — ^the unlucky 
master of the house found something which he really 
could eat without nausea or fear of poison. Then, 
** when the rage of hunger was appeased," he sought 
out Bridget, and demanded an explanation of the 
unceremonious treatment he had received. Bridget 
grimly answered, "that she was too busy to think 
about dinners ; it was as much as she could do to 
attend to missis and the young ladies, and Jenny 
was old enough to cook a make-shift dinner once or 
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twice in a way ; and, even if she had left her duty 
to go down to the kitchen, it was not to be expected 
she could come up to Mrs. Hope, any more than 
Jenny could come up to her. It was missis who 
cooked, or saw to all the best dinners." 

" Your mistress ! " exclaimed Basil: " you really 
do not mean to say that your mistress knows any- 
thing about cooking." 

" Ah ! but she does," replied Bridget, triumph- 
antly. "I used to think I could send up as pretty 
a dinner as any lord could want, but missis can da 
better, and she is as quick again as I am. However 
she will cook no more dinners, for when she comes 
down stairs there will be the young ladies upon her 
hands." 

And charitably hoping that Mr. Hope would duly 
appreciate his wife's talents and industry, now that 
they could no longer be exercised for his benefit, 
Bridget went upstairs to attend to the requirements 
of the Misses Hope, who were testifying their dis- 
approval of this world and its ways by continuous 
wailings and cryings. 

It was nigh summer when Lilian recovered : the 
babies, she said, grew very fast, and began to take 
notice ; but they were delicate little things ; very fair 
and fragile, and required incessant care. Bridget 
was quite right when she foretold the full occupation 
her mistress would find in tending and nursing these 
frail little ones, for- it was a treat now to Lilian to 
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find a spare half-hour for reading, and quite an agree- 
able variety to spend a little time in the kitchen, 
while the twins vouchsafed to sleep. One day, about 
midsummer, Basil came downstairs in high glee. 
His MS. was ready for the press, and it remained 
only to find a publisher. 

" I will send it to one of the most influential firms 
in London," he said td his wife, who looked ad- 
miringly at the pile of written sheets. " It is but 
fair to one's self and to society to entrust a good thing 
to a first-rate house.*' 

Affcer due deliberation the choice was made ; the 
MS. was carefiijly packed up, legibly directed, and 
sent off to town* In about a fortnight a communi- 
cation came from the gentlemen to whose fostering 
care it was committed. With many expressions of 
regret Mr. L. declined undertaking Mr. Hope's novel : 
— " The style was original, and the incidents striking, 
but he could not answer for its success; and, his 
hands being full, he must beg to be excused entering 
into negotiations on the subject." 

** The foolish fellow ! " said Basil, contemptuously, 
as he threw down the publisher's polite letter. 
" Never mind, Lily ; there are better publishers than 
L. I will write to another firm — I wonder I did 
not think of it at first. That stupid L. will be 
ready to bite his fingers when he sees the book making 
a sensation in the literary world ! Give me that ink- 
stand ; I will write this moment, and save the post." 
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Another montli passed away; the twins were 
short-coated, and christened by the names of Harriet 
and Clara ; they began to grow fat, and cried rather 
less : — ^but the fate of their father's literary offspring 
was still undecided. At last, despairing of the ex- 
pected letter, and the handsome offer sure to be 
contained therein, Basil wrote somewhat curtly to 
Messrs. H. and E., requesting an immediate decision. 
By return of post arrived not only the decision, but 
the MS. itself, rather the worse for thumbing and 
lying about in dusty offices. 

Messrs. H. and B. presented their compliments 
to Mr. Hope, and begged to assure him that the MS. 
was not at all in their Hne. It certainly displayed 
considerable talent, but extreme opinions were ex- 
pressed with too much unreserve ; there was much, 
both in incident and in sentiment, that was calcu- 
lated to offend the public mind ; and Messrs. H. and 
B. would advise Mr. Hope seriously to consider the 
advisability of retaining the MS. in its unpublished 
state, or of giving it an entirely new complexion. 

Basil was furious and disgusted. He abjured 
authorship for ever ; from that moment he washed 
his hands of it ; he bade Lilian stow away the waste 
paper in one of her lumber chests, and desired that 
the subject might never be renewed between them. 
And 80 faded away Basil Hope's airy castles ; but 
his disappointment was not keener than Lilian's. 

From that time Basil seemed wearied of the society 
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of books; and the babies he vowed were always 
crying, while Lilian was so absorbed in nursing 
them, talking to them, and singing them to *leep, 
that she had no leisure to bestow upon him. Bridget 
still remained at Bryndyffiyn ; the term for which 
she had engaged herself had passed away, but she 
could not, and would not leave her mistress to keep 
house, cook the dinners, iron the muslins, and nurse 
the young ladies; and though money was very scarce, 
and Basil's El Dorado visions of the gain of author- 
ship were all dissipated, making pecuniary straits 
appear doubly irksome, Lilian felt that retaining the 
energetic, honest, faithful Bridget, was her most 
economical plan. 

Meanwhile Basil began to absent himself from 
home ; he returned to his piscatorial habits, and 
finding no difficulty in obtaining leave for all the 
streams and lyns in the neighbourhood, he was 
pretty soon busy again with reels, and lines, and 
hooks. He spoilt Bridget's best saucepans in the 
manufacture of varnish for his lines and traces ; he 
strewed the parlour with little bits of silk, feathers, 
dubbing, and bristles, to be converted into artificial 
flies, and he drove Lilian to desperation by his con- 
tradictory directions respecting a landing-net which 
she had incautiously engaged to make for him. 

On the 12th of August Basil came home almost 
at midnight. He was in high spirits. He had 
met Captain Leavers and several of his old Mends 
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at the Albion, at Baagor, and Leavers had taken a 
cottage on the Llanbems-road, where he meant to 
stay all the winter, and do some extra shooting and 
pike fishing. " Now^ I shall have some society at 
last," he exclaimed in great glee; **the governor 
may banish me, but he cannot exile my friends. 
I am getting qnite reconciled to the country now ; 
we shall have a capital winter, and I shall be out 
of the way of the brats. How they do scream, 
Lily; can't you give them some Dafl^s Elixir, or 
something of that sort ? Don't look so shocked, it's 
quite a regular thing." 

Poor Lilian, her heart sunk within her ; and she 
wept bitterly when he went away to clean his rifle. 
Captain Leavers and his friend Mr. Daubeny were, 
she knew, Basil's arch-tempters. Basil's evil genius 
had found him out, even at lonely Bryndyffryn. He 
had no principle, no religion, no home affections. 
Oh ! where would it all end ? Lilian felt that her 
trials were thickening, while the two other objects 
she had hoped to attain, long ere this, seemed more 
distant than ever. 
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CHAPTEB XXVII. 

LOST OK STRAYED. 

** A» thou hafit been created fair, 
And beautif al in form. 
So be jt thy first wish and aim. 

Thy spirit to adorn 
With meekness and humility, 
And love both pare and warm." 

The Dove on the Cross, 

Time passed on; the twins grew and prospered. 
They were still pale, small children ; but as the 
months rolled away, their little limbs became rounder 
and firmer ; they cried less, and crowed and laughed 
more ; and they cut their first teeth with less than 
the usual amount of suffering and noise. They had 
scarcely passed their first birthday, when a little 
sister, who was called Maude, made her appearance, 
and she had jugrf; learned to run alone, when Lilian 
became once more the mother of a son. 

Bridget did not leave BryndyflSyn ; indeed, what 
Lilian would have done without her seemed incom- 
prehensible. The Welsh maiden, who so exasperated 
Basil by her lack of culinary genius, was married 
to Dr. Williams' footboy! and a new specimen of 
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femininity had taken her place in the Eonall house- 
hold. Henceforth potatoes could be boiled without 
the interference of Bridget, who was always in 
request in the nursery ; after a few lessons the cloth 
could be laid, and the hearth swept up by Nest 
without more than an average number of disasters ; 
but her temper was something quite terrible. She 
was easily offended, and with difficidty appeased; 
and after a storm, there was generally a fit of 
suUenness, which time only had the power to dispel. 

Bridget was everything to Lilian ; Mend, ser- 
vant, companion^ — aU but confidante. Cooking the 
master's dinner, nursing the babies, tending her 
mistress through her confinements, with all the 
sagacity of an experienced monthly nurse, dressing 
and working for the twins, taking a turn at garden- 
ing — all came in her way ; and as she curtly said 
to iN'est, in reply to her declaration that "she 
would not be nurse, and lady's maid, and cook, and 
gardener all in one" — "It was no matter what 
honest work anybody did, it all went into the day's 
labour, and counted up respectably when night 
came " 

No one but Bridget knew what a difficult and 
weary task keeping house at Bryndyffiyn had come 
to be. Expenses had greatly augmented, and 
though Basil's allowance had been increased, the 
sum entrusted to Lilian for domestic purposes was 
disagreeably small. How she learned to contrive 
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frocks for the little girls — how little she caied about 
new things for herself — ^how she managed to dine 
day after day upon remnants, when Basil was firom 
home, as now frequently happened, was a mystery. 
Little had Lilian imagined the time would ever 
come when a dish of trout, a basket of apples from 
the vicarage, or a brace of birds in the shooting 
season would be hailed with thankfulness, as a 
valuable present. True, Basil was constantly going 
out with his rod and with his rifle ; but few and for 
between were the additions he made to his wife's 
economical larder. 

One bright, summer afternoon, Lilian sat in the 
large parlour, busily plying her needle; the baby 
was crowing in Bridget's arms; Miss Maude was 
crawling about on the floor; and the twins were 
busily occupied in putting their dolls to bed. Lilian 
was still beautiful and graceful, but she was greatly 
changed since the days when Eleanor was her guest. 
She looked much older, she was very thin and pale, 
and there was a sorrowful, careworn expression on 
her face, that would have touched even the proud 
Olivia, had she seen it. Her toilet, too, was so 
unlike the elegant array of Mrs. Hope in her fashion- 
able days — a print-dress, a plain muslin collar, fast- 
ened with an antiquated brooch, that had once been 
her mother's, and a dark serviceable apron was her 
afternoon costume. Still, the simple, inexpensive 
dress fltted perfectly; the colour, a pretty pink, 
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looked &esli, and in keeping with the bright summer 
day ; the unembroidered collar was of snowy purity 
though not quite so smooth as it might have been, 
had there been no little arms to wind lovingly 
round mamma's neck, no baby bauds to snatch at 
all that presented itself. The dark braids of her 
hair were, however, carefully arranged, 'and in the 
heavy plaits behind, the twins had succeeded in 
fastening a beautiful white rose. N"o one could fail 
to recognise in Lilian, the lady, and the pure-minded 
woman ; and though the furniture of the large low 
parlour was much the worse for nearly four years* 
W'ear and tear, nothing was visible to betray the 
careless mother and the untidy mistress. Every- 
thing bore witness to extreme purity and pains- 
taking ; and at the same time, alas ! to most painful 
economy.. 

" Shall I go and ^et tea, ma'am, and see to the 
fowl for master's dinner," asked Bridget, when the 
clock struck five. 

**N"o thank you, Bridget. I think I will get tea 
myself; it will be a change. I am so tired of sitting 
still, and I have quite finished Maude's frock." 

''iN'est ought to get the tea, or else take the 
child," said Bridget, crossly; "but she's just in 
one of her worst tantrums, and I know she would 
break the cups and saucers, or drop the child if she 
had him. Bless the beautiful boy, Bridget's own 
darling!" 
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And so Lilian went into the kitchen and made 
ready the tea, and saw that all was ready for her 
hushand when he should return from his fishing 
expedition. 

"Master said he should he hack early," said 
Bridget, when the tea was over. " If you please, 
ma'am, I will wash and undress Miss Maude, while 
you get master hahy to sleep." 

But Miss Maude was her papa's own daughter, 
and made violent opposition when required to do 
anything against her own wishes , and hahy, who 
was sinking to repose, under the soothing influence 
of his mamma's sweet lullahy, hegan to remonstrate 
on heing disturbed, and the twins tumbled over 
each other, and hegan to cry in concert; so that 
for the next hour, there was little tranquillity at 
Bryndyffiryn, and Lilian was only too thankful that 
Basil did not keep his word, and come home to 
what he was wont to stigmatise * as "Babel and 
Bedlam combined." 

But at length peace was restored ; the belligerent 
little Maude sobbed herself to sleep; the twins 
forgot their grievances, and baby was content to lie 
quietly on Bridget's lap and be rocked, with his 
blue eyes wide open. Then Lilian perceived that 
the brightness of the long summer day wm fading, 
and the sun had gone down, leaving the sea all 
flushed and golden; the hoary head of Penmaen- 
mawr glowed in the ruddy sunset light, and the air 
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was heavy tritli the fragrance of wild honeysuckle 
and feathery meadow-sweet. 

Lilian went into her garden, and from the garden 
into the green lane. She began to wish that Easil 
would come home ; used as she was to his irregular 
absences, and to his wild fishing expeditions, she 
never felt quite easy, when, as too frequently hap- 
pened, his return was deferred from hour to hour, 
and the promise of being home to dinner or tea, as 
the case might be, was carelessly and thoughtlessly 
broken. Lilian's painful, prolonged discipline had 
done, and was doing its appointed work ; but it had 
in no degree chilled the earnest passionate love she 
bore her erring, wayward husband. To be loved 
even as she herself loved was her brightest earthly 
dream. For this she prayed, and waited, and toiled ; 
sometimiBS hoping the day of reward was at hand, 
but oftener bowing her head in meek submission 
to the weary lot that seemed to grow darker and 
lonelier day by day. 

True, she had her children, and they were poor 
Lilian's treaaures ; their innocent love, their pretty 
childish ways, and their baby caresses were the 
solace of many a sad, anxious hour ; but they could 
not compensate for the void left by their father's 
coldness and selfishness ; she was not one of those 
women who sink the wife in the mother; her 
husband was ever the fir%t and the dearest, and 
without his love, nothing earthly could make 
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her happy. Well it was that her highest hopes 
were fb:ed where the poor human heart is securo 
from disappointment. On this particnlar evening 
she felt very weary and dispirited. The Mends 
with whom Basil was so intimate, she knew fall 
well, were those who were nnder the ban of his 
estranged father; they were profligate, nnseru- 
pnlons men of the world, deriding all morality, 
mocking at the semblance of religion, and alike 
careless of their well-being in this world and the 
next. She knew that they were gamblers. Sabbath- 
breakers, swearers, and seducers of the young and 
innocent; and she knew also, that in all their 
schemes, all their sinful amusements, they sought 
to associate her husband. Poor lonely Lilian ! she 
did not reason with him, for she knew it was use- 
less; opposition, even of the mildest kind, would 
only make him more resolute : he had learned now 
to deprecate above all things the being supposed to 
be under the influence of his wife. . She could only 
pray, and try to make his home as atti-active as 
possible, and therefore she ever met him with a 
smile. Let her resources be what they might, she 
always contrived that Mb table should be well 
served, and that the children should not annoy him 
more than could possibly be avoided; but all in 
vain : he spent less and less time with his family ; 
and one day he put the climax to Bridget's indigna- 
tion by inquiring which of the twins was Harriet, 
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and which Clara ; averring that he had not a notion 
how old they were, and that he should not know 
ithe baby from any other child, were he placed in a 
row of brats, all squalling and wriggling about like 
himself. Lilian had nearly reached the end of the 
lane, when she heard the tramp of a horse's feet, 
beating the soft turf of the heath. She turned 
back — ^for, relying on the loneliness of the place, 
she had not even put on her bonnet, never expect- 
ing ta meet any one, unless it were a herd-boy or 
a fisherman taking the short cut to Aber. Presently 
the rider came near, and, instead of passing the 
end of the lane as she expected, turned up the 
winding rocky path, so seldom used by equestrians, 
unless about to visit BryndyflBryn. 

** Good evening, Mrs. Hope," said a voice close to 
her — a voice she bo£h knew and disliked — " a beau- 
tiful evening, is it not ? Rather too bright though 
for fishing. I suppose Basil has told you what a day's 
sport we made of it yesterday ; we killed two trout 
apiece, that were so small we threw them away ! " 

Lilian looked her perplexity. Captain Leavers 
went on. "Is he at home ? — Is Mr. Hope in, just 
now?" 

" Mr. Hope has not yet returned," replied Lilian. 
" I thought. Captain Leavers, you and he were fish- 
ing together. I expect my husband every moment ; 
I walked up the lane to. look for him." 

"We were fishing together in the Capel-Curig 

T7.2 



292 THE wife's trials. 

lakes yesterdayy^ Tetumed Captain Leavers, with 
empbasifl ; '^ Hope grew weary of bad sport, and 
seemed rather sulky and tired of onr company, for 
Daubeny was with us : he said he would go home 
by way of N"ant Ffrancon, and perhaps throw a line 
in Ogwen or Idwal ; while Daubeny and I went 
down by Llyn Gwynant and Llyn-y-Dinas to Bedd- 
gelert; but we changed our minds and stayed at 
Capel-Curig all night, and I came here to ask Hope 
to go with us to Beaumaris to-morrow." 

"Where can Mr. Hope be?" said Lilian, appre- 
hensively. " Captain Leavers, when did he leave 
you at Capel-Curig?" 

'< Yesterday, at three o'clock in the afternoon, and 
I knew he intended to be at home that night." 

« He might sleep at Bethesda," returned Lilian, 
trying to encourage herself. 

" He mighty certainly, but I do not think it likely. 
Mrs. Hope, if the truant do not return to-morrow 
you must raise a hue and cry. "Well ! — I must go 
now, it is growing late, and I have a long ride before 
me. Good night." 

Lilian stood still, and listened to the last sounds 
of his horse's feet, then she went into the house and 
told Bridget how much she was alarmed for her 
husband's safety. Nest was in the kitchen, and she 
immediately exclaimed, " I dare say the master has 
gone up Camedd Llewellyn and fallen down a preci- 
pice and got kiUed." 
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Lilian turned very pale, and shuddered; and 
Bridget turned round upon the unscrupulous Nest, 
and fiercely bid her hold her fooHsh tongue. " No 
fear!" she said, stoutly; "the master was never to 
be depended upon ; she knew he'd come walking in 
before they went to bed, and want his supper, and 
they'd better see about getting it ready ! " 

And she was as good as her word, and laid the 
tray in the parlour, but no master came ; nine, ten, 
eleven o'clock, and midnight struck, and no Basil ! 
Lilian grew rigid with fear ; she sat at an upper 
window where she could see the windings of the 
road, and looked out on the soft moonlight over the 
silvery sea, and along the dim wavy line of dark 
mountains, tiU her eyes were weary and her heart 
was faint within her. The church clock tolled one ; 
slowly another hour passed; two o'clock sounded 
over the quiet valley and along the lonely shore 
whence the tide had receded to the farthest. The 
short summer night was over — ^the dawn broke — ^the 
birds began their singing, and then Lilian rose &om 
her seat and sought Bridget. She had taken her 
resolution; she would go herself that instant and 
seek her husband. Bridget tried to dissuade her, 
but in vain ; she hurried on her shawl and bonnet, 
and ere the red light had flushed the cold grey brow 
of Fenmaenmawr, Lilian lefb the house, and set out 
on her lonely, anxious journey. 
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CHAPTEE XXYIIL 

AMONG THE MOmrTAINS. 

" Her lot is on you— to be foand antired, 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain, 
With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspired, 
And a true heart of hope, though hope .be vain ; 
Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay. 
And oh ! to love through all things ;— therefore pray ! " 

Mrs. Hehans. 

Oteb the heath, through the bowery lane, past the 
old slate quarry, and up the steep, rocky hill, Lilian 
went her way. She never hesitated about the path ; 
a strange instinct led her on ; and when the bright 
morning sun shone on the sea, she had reached the 
road which led straight to Bethesda. 

A countryman was driving his cart at a quick pace, 
and as he came up to Lilian he bade her good morn- 
ing in Welsh. She knew enough of the language 
now to return the salutation, and to ask him to give 
her a ride as far as he was going on the road to 
Ogwen. The man looked surprised, but he instantly 
drew up his horse and assisted the lady into the cart. 
The fresh morning air fanned Lilian's feverish cheeks, 
and the rest was welcome after her long and arduous 
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jouraey over a rough ' and hilly ;road, but she felt 
little inclined to converse ; indeed, her knowledge of 
Welsh was about equivalent to a school-giil's French 
— quite unavailable for anything beyond mere inter- 
locutory purposes. But presently she discovered 
that her charioteer spoke a kind of English, and she 
began to make inquiries touching the jN'ant Ffran- 
con pass, and to ask the nature of the ground above 
the Falls of the Ogwen. 

"It wafl a queer, wild place," the man assured 
her; "and up about Idwal there were precipices 
enough to scare one. There was one place called 
the * Devil's Kitchen,* where nobody could go ; and 
if anybody ever did go, they would never get out 
again ; except one man, who was Bishop of Bangor, 
thousands of years ago, and he lived in it to hide 
himself, and the devil helped him because he was one 
of his own sort." 

He rambled on with many curious legends, im- 
perfectly recollected, well garnished with the super- 
natural, and abounding in anachronisms; but his. 
anxious auditor only half comprehended the purport 
of his words ; and while he dilated on the horrors of 
the Devil's Kitchen, where the foul fiend howled 
and roared in stormy weather, and sent forth black 
sulphurous vapours, to the confusion and destruction 
of unhappy travellers, she had a horrible vision of 
Basil stretched lifeless at the bottom of the fearful 
abyss. 
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AUBethesda was up and domg when they reached 
this husjf nntidj-looking Tillage. The mineTs were 
at work in the slate-quarries ; and the women were 
exchanging the compliments of the day in the dusty, 
irregolar street, and disconrsing with that vehe- 
mence and power of long peculiar to the females 
of the Principality ; and children by the score were 
screaming and quarrelling on every side. Every- 
where slate was to be seen; houses built of slate, 
palings of slate, pavements of slate, horse-troughs 
of slate ; divers little ornaments of slate, vended by 
the juvenile Bethesdians to all strangers who might 
wish to carry away mementoes of a slate world; 
and all round and everywhere slate hills — ^plains, 
valleys, tramways, all of unadulterated slate ; to say 
nothing of heaps of refuse slate that had risen and 
risen, till a Lowlander might have taken them for 
mountains ; the very dust of Bethesda was powdered 
slate ! All this Lilian saw like one in a miserable 
dream ; afterwards she remembered it weU, though 
at the time she scarcely seemed to see anything but 
the wild dark mountains that rose like an impene- 
trable wall before her. 

At length the cart stopped at a cottage on the 
roadside. Evan Williams was goiDg no farther. 
Lilian by this time was well shaken, and glad to find 
herself on her feet again ; she was only two miles 
now from the Falls of Ogwen, and once more she set 
forth with undiminished ardour ; she hod inquired 
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at the principal ititir at Bethesda if Basil were there, 
or had been seen there, but no such person had made 
his appearance, and one man said, that as he came 
from Capel-Curig the day before yesterday, ho had 
seen a tall gentleman, who wore a brown felt hat, 
go np towards Idwal, with his rod in his hand and 
his fishing-basket on his back ; bat there were many 
gentlemen who wore brown felt hats, and carried 
fishing-rods at that season of the year, though few 
went up the wild lonely pass, to the black solitary 
pool of Idwal. 

On, by the banks of the dashing Ogwen, Lilian 
took her way ; her path now seemed hemmed in 
by mountains, and no wayfarers met her, as she 
pursued her lonely road. At length she reached 
the famous bridge, and the waters of Llyn Ogwen 
were glittering in the sunshine ; she was glad to 
see a house, and men standing about, as if .pre- 
paring for fishing. She went to them and in- 
quired if any one like her husband had passed that 
way. 

"Yes!" the gatekeeper replied; he knew Mr. 
Hope. He often hired his boat to fish on the lake ; 
and he had passed through on the evening of the 
day before yesterday ; he believed he went up the 
mountains towards Llyn Idwal. He hoped nothing 
had happened ; he might be at Bethesda, trying for 
salmon in the river. 

Lilian assured the man she had made all inquiries 
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at Bethesda, and felt satisfied that he had not been 
there for more than three weeks. 

The gatekeeper looked grave, and the two gentle- 
men who were adjusting their tackle, declared that 
they would abandon their row on the lake, and go 
with Lilian up the pass to assist her in her search. 
She thankfully accepted their proposal, and with 
many directions from the gatekeeper they set out on 
their expedition — ^the two gentlemen, fresh and vigo- 
rous after a night's repose; Lilian, insensible to 
fatigue, and inspired by a spirit that bade defiance to 
the weakness and the natural shrinking of her woman- 
hood. As they went on the scenery grew wilder; 
it was first savage, then awful ; the high mountains 
shut out the sun that never penetrated those solitary 
fastnesses, and the roar of a mountain torrent, speed- 
ing madly from rock to rock in cataracts of sable water 
and snowy foam, deadened every other sound. They 
came at length to Llyn Idwal ; still, and inky, from 
the deep shadow in which it lay, and girt about with 
rocks, inaccessible heights, and precipices that made 
the brain dizzy and the senses waver. At the head 
of the lake, among the black slag and huge stones 
that covered the shore lay a broken landing-net, 
Lilian instantly recognised her own work, and further 
on was an empty brandy-flask that bore Basil's own 
initials. Certain now that Basil was not far off, and 
yet terrified at the idea of finding him she knew not 
in what fearful state, the agony of suspense became 
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unendurable, and breathlessly she sped from point to 
point, at a pace which tried her companions to the 
utmost. At last she came to a broad smooth ledge 
of rock, almost on a line with the Devil's Kitchen. 
From thence the mountain shelved abruptly down, 
for about twenty feet, to a little lonely tarn, on 
whose dark embosomed waters, sun, moon, or stars 
never shone. On the very brink of the lyn, but 
overshadowed by a huge mass of fallen rock that 
had toppled some time or other from the heights 
fibove, lay the object of her search. She could not 
speak; she only beckoned her companions, and 
pointed to the hollow beneath. The elder gentleman, 
Mr. Hughes, shuddered when he saw the prostrate 
form of the unfortunate man, and then he looked on 
the white, woe-stricken face of the anxious wife. 
He turned to his friend: "Braithwaite ! we must 
have further assistance ; go you down to the gate- 
house and bring what men you can muster, and sqme 
rope, and our alpenstocks; there are few moun- 
taineers who would try that path I fancy ! " 

Mr. Braithwaite leaped from the rock, and sped 
down the rugged path ; he was soon out of sight. 
Mr. Hughes took his flask and poured out some wine, 
which he bade Lilian drink; but she sat on the 
brink of the steep slope, measuring the depth with 
her eye, and summoning her strength and skill to 
make the descent. 

" My dear Madam ! " said Mr. Hughes, kindly 
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and firmly, "it is impossible ! yon cannot and yon 
shall not stir; even if yon cpnld manage to get 
down, at the risk of breaking yonr neck, you would 
only increase our difficulties. And you must take 
some refreshment ; you hare only mortal strength ; 
and aU your fortitude and energies will be needed 
wh6n we succeed in extricating your husband from 
his unfortunate position." Thus reasoned with, 
Lilian obeyed ; but the minutes seemed like hours 
before Mr. Braithwaite returned with three strong 
men, a coil of rope, and other necessaries. It was an 
arduous task, but the men were successful ; and in 
a few minutes Basil was brought safely to Lilian's 
side ; at least, his insensible form was placed there, 
and so deathlike was the trance in which he lay that 
all those who surrounded him feared greatly that 
life was extinct. 

He was carried to the gatehouse, and after a while 
there were symptoms of restored animation; and 
then Lilian begged to be allowed to make use of a 
carriage, that was accidentally waiting at the head 
of the lake, for a party who had gone on by another 
conveyance. 

It was late in the evening before she reached 
Bryndyffiyn, and there she found Dr. and Miss 
Williams and Bridget a prey to the most painfdl 
suspense. Mr. Hughes had kindly accompanied 
her ; indeed, it would have been heartless to allow 
her to take the miserable journey without assistance, 
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for Basil, although he breathed and occasionally 
uttered a low moan of pain, lay in a kind of stupor, 
without motion, speech, or consciousness. 

How far he was injured she could not tell ; al- 
though she had stopped at Bethesda, in order to 
seek medical aid, none was fortiicoming, the Escu- 
lapius of the place having departed early in the 
morning to visit a patient at Llandegai. Dr. Wil- 
liams, however, had foreseen the possible urgency 
of the case, and Lilian's regular attendant was ready 
to obey Bridget's hasty summons. 

He shook his head gravely when he had examined 
his patient, and stated his conviction that he had 
fallen with so great a violence as to render his con- 
tinued existence little short of a miracle ; besides 
which, he conjectured that ho had laid in the 
hollow for many hours, and been consequently ex- 
posed to the night-dews in a spot that was chilly 
in the most sultry weather. Mr. Owen seemed 
greatly alarmed, and he immediately proposed 
sending to Bangor for further advice, adding, that 
in so serious a case he hesitated to take upon 
himself the entire responsibility. 

For more than a fortnight Basil lay between life 
and death; fever supervened, delirium naturally 
ensued, and mournful were the revelations poor 
Lilian was doomed to receive from the lips of the 
man she loved so well — ^from lips, too, that seemed 
about to close in death — ^lips that would soon tremble 
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and grow pale beneath the icy hand of the great 
Spoiler ! 

Oh! the honrs of agony, the anguished prayers 
that were ponred forth till wearied nature conld 
sustain no more! — ^the watchings, the hopings against 
hope, the sickening fears, the cold nerveless despair 
that weighed down poor Lilian to the very dust ! 
The children were all sent to the vicarage; how they 
fared their mother conld not guess, for Bridget was 
too valuable to be spared £rom the stricken house- 
hold; but iu her one awful trial, her one great agony 
and dread, all minor difS.culties were thrust aside. 
Even her children occupied her thoughts but little 
whilst Tshe stood by the bed of their father — of her 
own husband, to whom she had given her maiden 
heart and her maiden vows, and who had ever, 
through all things, been the first object of her strong, 
true woman's love. She seemed nerved with a 
supernatural strength ; she was never tired, never 
weary with days of anguish and nights of watch- 
ings.. Miss Williams and Bridget were always at 
hand to proffer their assistance ; and, indeed, with- 
out their continual aid, Lilian must have given way 
from her inability to preserve herself fix)m sinking 
into a state of utter prostration ; but still she was, 
from the first to the last, the guiding spirit of the 
sick-room — always prompt, always foreseeing, always 
alive to the minutest change, and ready for any 
emergency that might occur. Calm, too, even when 
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Her sorrow was greatest, and patiei^t under every 
pang of disappointment,' Miss Williams wondered 
greatly at the young wife's composure and devotion. 
She had long since learned to appreciate Lilian; but 
till this season of dark and bitter affliction she never 
fully comprehended — 

** how divine a thing 

A woman may be made." 

On the third day of Basil's illness, Lilian wrote to 
her father-in-law, telling him of the mournful state 
to which his son was reduced, and begging him to 
come to Bryndyffryn without any delay. The letter 
remained unanswered, and Lilian felt that she and 
Basil were deserted. She did not know that Mr. 
and Mrs. Hope, with their daughter Olivia (Harriet 
and Mary had followed Theresa's example, and 
married, the one a fashionable baronet, and the 
other a country gentleman of large fortune and 
ancient family), she did not know that they were 
at Baden-Baden, whither their letters were irregu- 
larly forwarded. Day by day the clouds gathered 
blackness. Lilian thought the extremity of human 
sorrow was to be her portion ; but the darkest hours 
precede 4;he dawn. ** When need is highest, help is 
nighest ; " and the time of man's extremity is 
frequently the appointed time when God will bid 
his helpless children stand still and see the salvation 
of the Lord. 
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CHAPTEE XXIX. 

THE 61LBATE8I IBIAI.. 

** Bat o'er the abjaB, there streams a glorious light; 
Its depths are spanned by Ohs availing path; 
Nor dark the way ! A radiance ever bright, 
Shows mercy's golden bridge, and waves of wrath. 
That thnnder far beneath, no child need dread 
That simple pathway o'er the gulf to tread. 

** An unseen hand is there to guide him on. 
From strength to strength along the narrow road, 
Till, the long journey and its toils all done, 
He rests within his heavenly abode, 
And sees the wounded hands, the pierced side. 
Of Him who on the Cross was crucified/' 

Sacred Year, E. J. W. 

The fever abated at length, the delirium ceased, and 
Uasil lay on his bed, weak and feeble, like one whose 
thread of life is worn to the last degree of fragility. 
It seemed, indeed, to his anxious wife, and to aU 
who watched in his sick-chamber, that, for him, 
earthly life was fading rapidly away. Every setting 
sun, as it went down on the wide expanse of heaving 
waters, and left its red gleam on the mountain-tops, 
seemed to find him more feeble, more wasted, more 
like one upon whom the shadow of the tomb has 
already fallen. 
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The medical attendants believed that the natural 
vigour of his constitution might have triumphed 
over the strength of the fever, but he had sustained 
many injuries ; and though, almost miraculously, no 
bone was broken, he was covered with serious bruises 
and contusions. His ankle was frightfully sprained, 
both his arms severely lacerated, and his back 
strained to a degree that suggested the idea of 
danger to the spine. So that when the burmng fever 
passed away, and he lay battling for life against 
utter prostration, and such weariness as he had 
never even faintly conceived, he had to contend with 
extreme and constant pain, that banished sleep from 
his restless pillow. 

One evening Lilian was alone. Bridget was down- 
stairs with the children ; for Miss Williams being 
suddenly and even seriously indisposed, their mother 
had insisted on their return ; and accordingly they 
came back, and were established in two distant 
rooms, under the charge of a young woman in the 
neighbourhood who could be fully trusted. 

Lilian stood by the window, looking pensively 
over the nestling valley, and the glittering sea 
beyond. The sun was going down in all his glory, 
and she thought not many times would it touch with 
its rich colouring the yellow sand on the shore, and 
the dark pines that fringed the coast-line, before 
Basil— Atfr Basil, her own erring, but dearly-loved 

X 
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husband, would be gone from a world where so much 
beauty yet lingered. 

Gone ! — and whither f She did not daie to think. 
She knew that her husband's heart was unchanged ; 
that all his life he had loved the world, and the 
things of the world, and that the poor failing heart, 
that beat so fedntly now, had always throbbed only 
to the tones and voices of earth. They were going 
to part : the two grand auns of her life would be 
unfulfilled — ^that which she had covenanted with 
herself to perform — ^that to which she had pledged 
herself in the royal glades of Windsor, and again in 
her own dismantled house in town, might never be 
performed. 

The happiness of married life, for which she had 
so long and patiently striven, was not to be hers — 
the reconciliation between Basil and his offended 
father might not be ; all was over ; the hopes she 
had so cherished were quietly drifting away on life's 
resistless current; the last and the greatest of the 
Wife's Triak was at hand ! She bowed her head on 
her hands — ^those pretty white hands, once so smooth 
and snowy, but bearing now deep traces of the 
sempstress' toil, and the housewife's frequent 
labours ; she laid her weary, aching head on her 
clasped hands, and poured forth such bitter tears, 
such anguished sighs, such an agony of prayer, 
that, if it were possible, this cup might pass firom 
her ! — and her whole frame shook beneath the fierce 
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conflict, the intense torture, and the strong yearning 
that conynlsed her soul, ere she could bow the head 
still lower, still more meekly, and faintly cry-^> 
" Nevertheless, not my will, but Thine be done I " 

She looked up again; the heavens were all crimson 
with the dying sunset, and the glowing waters made 
her think of '^ the sea of glass, mingled with Are." 
She gazed with tearful eyes on the glory that 
mantled earth, and sea, and sky, and something like 
calmness fell on her trouble-worn spirit; for she 
remembered who had called out of chaos that tran- 
scendent beauty I With awe and love she whispered 
Sis name who established the everlasting hills — 
who, from darkness and confusion, brought forth 
light, order, and loveliness — ^who gave to the morn- 
ing and evening their radiant hue, to noon its sun- 
shine, and to night its stars. And surely He would 
have mercy upon her, a poor, lonely, stricken creature, 
and overrule even this great trial to her eternal 
welfare ; and as a last golden beam shot out in the 
darkening sea, leaving a line of dazzling light all 
across the bay, she said gently to herself^ ''At 
evening-time there shall be light ! '' 

She was still watching the bright streak, that a 
child might have taken for the pathway of angels 
between heaven and earth, when she heard her name 
faintly called. Basil had awakened from his brief 
and troubled doze, and in an instant Lilian was at 
his side. '' What is it, dearest ? Have you slept a 
x2 
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little ? Let me smooth that pillow — ^theie I That 
is more comfortable! Now, yoa must have the 
chicken broth, it is quite ready for you!" She 
brought it from the next room, where it had been 
simmering till wanted, for the weather was too 
warm to allow of a fire in the invalid's chamber. 

He took a little, a very little, of the delicately 
prepared nourishment ; and when Lilian had once 
more settled him, and sat down in her usual seat by 
his side, he said, in his faint low tones, so different 
from the clear manly voice that had been wont to 
make BryndyflSyn ring again, "Lilian! my Lily! 
you are too good to me." A shower of gentle, but 
loving kisses on the thin wasted cheek, was his only 
answer. 

" Too good ! " he murmured, earnestly. " Lilian, 
when I am well again, everything shall be changed. 
I will try to be as good a husband to you, as you 
have been a good true wife to me; undeserving 
though I was." 

She did not answer but laid her hand by his ; she 
did not dare to clasp it, discoloured and lacerated as 
it was ; she knew the slightest touch gave excessive 
pain, and he could not even bear the friction of the 
bed-dothes. There was silence for several minutes, 
only the low deep murmur of the receding tide 
broke the stillness of the hour. Then Basil, with 
more energy than he had shown since the fever left 
him, said, with half-repressed agitation, "Lilian! 
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why do you not speak ? do you not trust me ? Ah ! 
I have had a bitter lesson ! " Then, in an altered 
tone, a low, distinct, hoarse whisper — "Or is it — 
oh, Lily ! tell me all that you know — ^is it that I 
shall never be well again ? Do they say I am going 
to die?" 

For a moment there was no answer. Basil felt 
his wife's convulsive grasp on the counterpane; he 
could almost hear the involuntary prayer that rose 
from her pale trembling lips. Presently she said — 
"When people are so very ill, as you are, dearest, 
there must be danger ; it would be well to think so 
— ^well to give some thoughts to the world beyond 
the grave ! " 

** I see it ! " he interrupted. **I understand now; 
I am a dying man : I have missed the aim of life. 
I have wasted youth and early manhood ; and, ere 
the full summer of my days, I am cut down like an 
unprofitable tree ; I am a cumberer of the ground ; 
but, oh, Lilian ! the future ? I seem to be floating 
out on a dark, dark, boundless sea, where light and 
joy and hope can never dawn ! Where is my soul 
going?" 

With awful earnestness he pronounced the last 
words. Lilian was quite calm now ; it seemed to 
her as though earthly sensations were annihilated — 
the husband, the lover of her youth, was forgotten. 
She felt only that she was communing with an 
immortal soul, on the very verge of eternity. She 
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felt that she must wrestle, like wandering Israel 
with the angel, for its salvation. She and Basil 
might have heen alone in the world, for she felt at 
that moment that the whole earth contained nothing 
beyond that fading, dying frame; that twilight 
chamber might haye been the universe, for there 
was nothing beyond it at that moment worth a 
thought. 

<< Basil P' she said, at length, <<<the dust shall 
return to the earth as it was — the spirit shall return 
to God who gave it.' " He groaned heavily. She 
went on — " * "We have all sinned and come short of 
the glory of God ; we have gone astray like lost 
sheep : we have done those things which we ought 
not to have done ; we have lefb undone those things 
which we ought to have done; and there is no 
health in us.' But there is forgiveness with Him : 
for < God so loved the world, that He gave his only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him, should 
not perish, but have everlasting life.' And Jesus 
Christ Himself, when He walked the world of sin 
and sorrow said, ' I came not to call the righteous, 
but sinners to repentance.' Oh, Basil, dearest, the 
world cannot help you now ; your wife cannot help 
you now ; but there is 0ns who can and will help 
you. One who loves to hear the penitent cry of the 
contrite sinner ; One who is waiting to bless you, 
and number you, whether it be for this life or the 
next, among His children. Come to Him, Basil; 
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come at once ; stop for nothing ; the worse you are, 
the more you need Him. There is time now ; speak 
to TTim at once ; tell Him all your sin, all your fear, 
and beseech Him for His great mercy's sake, to 
cleanse you from your guilt — ^to clothe you with His 
robe of righteousness, and, finally, to conduct you 
safely through the Talley of the shadow of death, 
to the land- where sin can never enter — to the 
land,*' she added, her voice slightly trembling, 
" where our little child, our first baby, has dwelt so 
long!" 

He did not speak, and Lilian prayed in silence, 
and the unuttered words went up to her Eather's 
throne, while the shades of night fell over the sea 
and land. "0 Father!" she pleaded, "whatever 
Thou doest, whatever sorrow and suffering Thou 
givest me, save this immortal soul ! Saviour, 
the Sinner's friend, our Sacrifice, and our Eansom ! 
wash it in Thy own precious blood. Thou canst 
make it pure and holy. Thou canst redeem it from 
death. Thou canst present it blameless and spotless 
before Thy Father's throne, l^ow let Thy Spirit 
strive with Thy erring child, and incline his heart to 
come unto Thee, and believe in Thy name ; guide 
h\m with Thy counsel, and afterwards receive him 
into glory ! " 

She was roused from that agony of supplication 
by Basil saying, '^ Lilian ! what was that hymn you 
were singing to Bridget and the children the other 
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Sunday afternoon, when I told you I hated Metho- 
dist tunes ? " 

She repeated the first two verses : — 

<< There is a fountain filled ^vith blood, 
Drawn from Emanuel's veins; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

* The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 

And there may I, as vile as he, 

Wash all my sins away." 

*' Can it be ? " said Basil, as it were to himself — 
" can it he that I may wash all my sins away ? I 
am as vile as the dying malefactor, and he went with 
the Saviour into Paradise." And then all silently 
the cry of the perishing soul went up to Heaven — 
"Lord, I heHeve, help Thou my unbelief! Lord, 
save me ; I perish ! " 

Lilian lighted the lamp and read aloud the 
3rd and 14th chapters of St. John's Gospel. She 
remembered well how the words of peace and for- 
giveness had fallen like healing balm on her 
wounded spirit, when, four years ago, she had 
wrestled, in the depths of her distress, with agony, 
and doubt, and despair. And now, as then, the 
holy words of the Master, spoken on the eve of 
mortal separation &om His disciples, gave strength to 
the tried spirit of the wife, and peace and hope to 
the awakened heart of the husband. 
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Then Lilian arranged all things for the night. 
Bridget came and took her place, while she paid a 
hurried visit to the room where her children lay 
sleeping. Like folded flowers the twins slumbered 
in each other's arms ; the rosy Maude had tossed 
off her coverings, and the round, polished limbs 
were flung in careless grace on the little cot, where 
she slept alone. Lilian gazed at her with eyes 
streaming with tears ; her father's proud look was 
on her face ; his handsome features were repeated 
line by line in her baby lineaments ; the very atti- 
tude, so careless, so full of ease, reminded her of 
him. Oh! was little Maude never to remember 
her father whom she so strongly resembled ? Must 
the baby, Basil's only little son, never know his 
father's voice — never know his father's face and 
smile ? 

She left them all wrapped in their sweet un- 
troubled slumber, and went back to the spot 
where now every hope and fear and solicitude 
were centred. 

A trying night lay before her. Basil's burdened 
heart would not let him rest, even when, for the 
moment, bodily pain was lulled ; and in ministering 
to his wants, in soothing his weariness, and in 
repeating verses of the Bible, and scraps of hymns, 
the hours of darkness passed. The sun rose again, 
tinging the waves with the hues of the summer's 
dawn ; the birds began their cheering music, and 
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the lismg tide flashed its broad waves on the lonely 
shore, and then Basil fell asleep. Lilian watched 
him a little while, and then, wearied and exhausted, 
she too lay back in her easy-chair and slumbered 
sweetly. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

KECONCILIATION. 

<* It is Thy care, my Father, 
That cherishes me now ; 
It is Thy peace, my Father, 

That rests upon my brow ; 
It is Thy trath. Thy truth alone, 

That gives my spirit rest, 
And soothes me like a happy child. 
Upon its mother's breasf 

The Dove on the Cross, 

Two days more elapsed, and Basil seemed still 
lingering on the confines of another world. There 
were no signs of real amendment ; if one honr some- 
thing like a renewal of strength took place, the next 
found him in a state of increased suffering and 
pitiable exhaustion. Dr. Williams came and went 
several times during those sad solemn days, and he, 
too, believed that Basil's span oi mortal life was fast 
hastening to its close. He looked at Lilian, faded 
and worn with sorrow and fatigue; at her little 
children, all unconscious at the irreparable loss that 
awaited them ; and again at the husband and father 
who knew that the time was come when those whom 
he had held so lightly in past days of heedlessness 
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and sin were to be his no longer; and the good 
clergyman's heart was sorely stirred. Hour afber 
hour the summer's sun lighted up the bright sea 
waves; the proud vessels, with their snowy sails, 
rode on the bosom of the ever restless waters, and 
the fidher's little bark went sailing merrily across 
the glittering bay. The birds sang all day long in 
the apple-trees under the sick man's window ; the 
gulls, with their silvery wings, went flitting from 
rock to rock, flashing as it were against the deep 
blue sky; and ever and anon some mountain-bee 
came in, laden with his store, and humming his 
monotonous song in the stillness of the invalid's 
room. All Nature seemed instinct with happy life ! 
He only was fading away from things seen and 
temporal. No more ! seemed written on the bright 
shining sea, on the summer sky, on the waving 
trees, on the pale, still lovely face of his faithful 
wife ; and on the awe-stricken countenances of the 
twins, when, at their father's desire, they came 
hand in hand into his room, and stood by his bed- 
side, half-curious, half-Mghtened, and altogether 
sorrowful and serious. No more! sounded ever 
in the low thunder of the waves on the rocky shore, 
in the warbling of the happy birds, and above aU, in 
Lilian's gentle whispered words of love. A little 
while longer, and he might hear that music of 
waves and birds and sweet voices — no more ! The 
past had melted away like the gorgeous sunset 
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castles of cloudland ; and n&ver more might he tread 
the pleasaat paths of that &ee moimtain-laiid ; 
never more see Hopelands — ^beautiful Hopelands ! — 
his own fair inheritance, and the heritage of his 
little son. l^ever more see his father's face, or his 
mother's look of love — ^for with all her sternness she 
did love Basil, her own and only son ! 

But, as more and more the past receded, hope 
brightened on the distant horizon. Basil could say 
now — ** Thanks be unto God for His unspeakable 
gift ! " Sin-defiled, sin-laden, and sin-weary, he 
listened to the words of life, and came, a contrite, 
trembling sinner, to the foot of the cross. And 
there, like Bunyan's Pilgrim, his burden fell from 
him ; and Lilian's worst fears were dispelled — ^her 
shai'pest agony was past ; she could bear to lose him 
now if it were the will of his Heavenly Father ; she 
even thought of their little child, gone so early to 
the bosom of his Saviour, welcoming his parent to 
the glorious mansions of the redeemed. She saw 
herself bereft of the husband of her youth, with 
prayers and trembling hope training her children to 
serve and fear the Lord in the springtide of their 
days, and she felt not utterly dismayed. The Pather 
of the fatherless, and the God of the widow, would 
never leave her or forsake her ; He would lead her 
all the way through the wilderness, and then, life's 
journey done, bring her into everlasting rest, and 
give back him who had been taken away in his 
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eady manliood, and restore to her the babe who had 
been with the angels so long. 

Late in the afternoon, when the children were as- 
sembled in a large arbour in the garden, they were 
startled by the appearance of a strange gentleman 
and two ladies, who came np the rocky lane on foot ; 
and instead of entering by the principal gate, made 
ingress by opening a side-wicket, to which they were 
attracted by its presenting itself first on their way ^ 
and by the voices of the children close at hand. The 
little ones were alone ; Clara sat on the floor, hold- 
ing the baby in her lap ; and Harriet was trying to 
keep the rampant little Mande from snatching at the 
roses which grew above her head, reaping of conrse 
a plentiful harvest of thorns and leaves, as well as 
torn flowers. 

The group subsided intp silence as the strange 
gentleman stepped forward and stood on the thres- 
hold of the arbour. Maude hid her beautifol saucy 
face in her elder sister's tiny apron; and Clara 
ceased rocking herself, and looked with serious sur- 
prise on the intruders. 

" Can these be Basil's children ? " said the younger 
lady. '^ Surely, these are the twins, and that is 
UttleMaudfe!" 

"Eess, me Maude!" said the little one, peeping 
out from the folds of the apron, and glancing between 
the clusters of raven black curls that shaded her rosy 
cheeks. But when the gentleman tried to take her 



RECONCILIATION. 319 

in his arms she sturdily resisted, and Clara and 
Harriet simtdtaneously interposed, and said they 
were left to take care of Maude and baby, and no 
one must touch them. 

''Where is your mamma?" said the elder lady, 
gently, to Clara. 

''Mamma is with papa," said the child, sadly. 
" She never comes to. us now till we are in bed at 
night. Poor papa is going away." 

" Going away, my child ! — is he better, then ? " 

" No ! Papa is going to see little brother in 
heaven ; he told us to be good, and to love mamma 
always ; he said we might go to him some day." 

" We are come to see your papa," said the gentle- 
man. "I am your grandpapa, little maid, and this 
is your grandmamma, and that lady is your aunt 
Olivia." 

" Bridget said you wouldn't come," said Harriet, 
quite calmly. 

The children did not seem in the least surprised 
at this apparition of their relatives. As soberly as 
middle-aged women the twins led the way into the 
house; and, leaving Clara to do the honours, 
Harriet went up to her mamma, who was. sitting by 
Basil's bedside, and whispered in her ear, " Grand- 
papa, and grandmamma, and Aunt Olivia are come." 

Lilian gave a sigh of relief; her husband had just 
been telling her how intensely he longed to see his 
parents once more ; how deeply he felt his errors 
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towards them ; how he yearned for the pardon of an 
earthly father and mother, ere he passed away and 
was no more seen. 

The quick ear of the invalid caught the little 
girl's whisper ; though he only heard ** grandpapa," 
and " Aunt Olivia," he comprehended that they were 
come— come to forgive him, to bless him, and look 
lovingly upon him before he died. " Thank God," 
he feebly uttered. "My Lily, go down to them; 
little Harry will stay and be papa's nurse." 

Lilian and Olivia had never met since that 
miserable meeting in the chapel-royal at Windsor. 

Olivia started when her sister entered the room. 
Gould that pale, grave woman — so calm, so self- 
possessed, and yet bearing the aspect of sorrow 
inmieasurable — ^be Lilian? the gay, impetuous, 
beautiful Lilian? Mr. Hope had always rather 
inclined to his son's wife ; her conduct at the time 
of the breaking-up of their London household had 
increased his prepossessions in her favour, and, since 
her exile to Bryndyffryn, he had heard much of her 
patience and gentleness, much of her quiet consistent 
piety, from Dr. Williams. He would have come to 
see ^, but pride withheld him, lest his rebellioas 
son should deem such a step an advance on his side 
towards the reconciliation which in his wrath he 
had sworn should never be effected till Basil, penitent 
and humbled, implored pardon for the past, and 
pledged himself to act worthily for the future. 
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He met Lilian now as a long-estranged and absent 
father should meet a beloved child. Olivia, whose 
heart, years and the dawnings of gospel light had 
greatly softened, took her in her arms, and embraced 
her with sisterly affection. Neither did Mrs. Hope 
comport herself coldly and sternly as was her wont ; 
for her heart was with her dying son, and she could 
not now look unlovingjy on the wife who had duti- 
fully clung to him through years of sorrow, neglect, 
and poverty. 

" Have you told him ? " asked Mrs. Hope. " Does 
Basil know we are here ? " 

" Yes ! he knows ; he heard little Harriet whisper 
the news to me. Vill you see him now, while I 
prepare you some tea ? " 

They went upstairs — ^the father and mother. 
Olivia deferred her appearance, lest too many in the 
sick-chamber — ^too many familiar and long unseen 
faces — should be too much for her brother. 

Besides she thought both parents and son would 
willingly have their furst meeting alone. So Lilian 
thought, for she left them at the door of Basil's 
room, only begging Mrs. Hope to ring for her if her 
attendance were in any way required. 

They stayed there nearly an hour, and then they 
came down to the tea which Lilian had prepared for 
them. They had never been so much at ease 
together, and they both kissed her affectionately 
when, leaving Olivia to preside at the table, she 
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hastened to resume her post in her husband's room. 
She found him none the worse for the excitement of 
the evening ; on the contrary, his restlessness seemed 
calmed, and he was disposed to sleep. That night, 
Mr. Hope insisted on keeping watch by his son, 
while Lilian shared the bed which Bridget had pre- 
pared foi Olivia, and enjoyed a night of undisturbed- 
repose. 

A week passed away. Basil was not worse ; and 
they began to hope that his youth and his naturally 
sound constitution might yet prevail. Meanwhile, 
Olivia's prejudices were fast melting away, and very 
soon her admiration of her sister-in-law was as 
extreme as her former deprecations had been. In the 
well-ordered household, in the carefully-trained 
children, in the skilfully managed sick-room, and 
above all in Lilian's unassuming piety, and in the 
refined and intellectual tone of her mind and manners, 
she could not faU to recognise the effects of a train- 
ing more perfect and more efficient than any she had 
herself received. Slowly she began to perceive that 
all the beautiful traits of character she now esteemed 
and reverenced so highly, had really existed in 
embryo long before ; she felt that Lilian had, at her 
first entrance into the family, been most unfairly 
treated ; and she owned that, though in some 
instances her sister-in-law's conduct had been repi'e- 
hensible, there were others, herself included, who 
were greatly to blame for the evil influence they had 
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exerted over a nature in itself fair and ►noble, but, 
till trained by a severe and painful discipline, too 
plastic and too much swayed by impulse. 

They talked over those old times together. Olivia 
told Lilian how she now perceived the wrong she 
had done her; how she and her sisters, in their 
haughtiness and pride, had cared little to foster the 
aeeds of truth and beauty which might by them have 
been quickly developed ; how they had aggravated 
her quick temper, and goaded her on to many a word 
and deed of passion, that by one look or tone of love 
might have been prevented ; and, more than all, 
Olivia perceived ttiat much of the alienation between 
her brother and his wife had been caused by this 
malignant influence;, and how, cast off by them- 
selves, she had been left to form her own circle, and 
to find her own pleasures, and to subject herseKto 
Eleanor's injurious sway. 

" It was all wrong together," said Olivia, one 
day — **shameftdly, cruelly wrong ! but we were in 
the dark. We had no real religion among us ; and 
education, birth, and refinement failed to. keep us 
right-hearted." 

" And poetry and my love for my husband failed 
to keep me from error and misery," returned Lilian. 
" Olivia, we can do all. things, through the love of 
Christ constraining us, and without it I believe we 
cannot do anything, but what in some way or other 
leads sooner or later to evil." 
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**I see that now; but, Lilian, I had only just 
begun to receive truth when I came here. It is the 
history of your trials, of your sereie discipline, the 
revelations of poor penitent Basil on points which 
your humility would keep concealed, and the whole 
aspect of your household and your every-day life, 
that confirmed me in the truth, and showed me clearly 
and fully what Divine grace, and grace alone, can 
effect." 

A few more days and Basil was greatly better. 
The arrival of his parents, his reconciliation with 
them, and their loving care, seemed to bring him back 
from the shadowy confines of the grave. And he 
said, ''I shall not die, but live, and declare the 
works of the Lord. The Lord hath chastened me 
sore ! but He hath not given me over unto death. 
Open to me the gates of righteousness ; I will go 
into them, and I will praise the Lord." 

As soon as Basil's strength permitted, the whole 
family were to return to Hopelands for the winter. 
It was doubtful whether BryndyflSyn would ever 
again be their permanent home. 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

THE OLD HAUNTS. 

^ For oft, when summer leaves were bright, 
And every flower was bathed in b'ght; 

In sunshine moments past ; 
My wilful heart would burst away, 
From where the holy shadow lay. 

Where Heaven my lot had cast" — Ebble. 

"What are you doing there, Lily? I have been 
seeking you for the last half hour !" 

" I am watching the sunset, and predicting a. most 
beautiful day for our wedding to-morrow. Come up 
the mound, Basil, and look at that fiery globe sink- 
ing down behind the distant Cheddars. I do not 
like the idea of a gloomy wedding-day. I hold as 
superstitiously as ever to the old distich — 

' Happy is the bride that the sun shines on ! ' " 

" If I remember aright, my Lily, our wedding- 
day was all showers and sunshine. One moment 
clouds, that seemed to threaten waterspouts, darkened 
the hills, and the next the whole scene was lost in a 
flood of dazzling light. Well ! so far, our married 
life has been strictly in keeping with the aspect of 
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that day ; only, my poor patient, trusting Lily, I 
am afraid there has been an nndne preponderance of 
stonn and darkness ! " 

'' Bnt, Basil, remember how the day brightened 
after we left Kirby-Brongh ! Towards noon, the 
rain-clonds rolled away, and the warm snn e^one 
ont in the bine sky; the afternoon was beantifol, 
and the evening was so calm, and soft, and cloadless ! 
We did not know night was come till we saw the 
stars gathering over those dusky pnrple moors." 

** And so, Lilian, I trust it will be with us. May 
the evening of our life be as calm and fSeur as that 
sweet spring evening, more than seven years ago. 
Seven years I "Why, Lily, we have served an ap- 
prenticeship to each other." 

" I believe, Basil, all people, some time or other, 
serve an apprenticeship ; but then some are idle and 
wilful, and will not leani their business, and so the 
years pass on, and leave them scarcely wiser than at 
the outset." 

" I remember standing here with you, Lilian, just 
seven years ago, on just such an evening. Theresa 
had left us to go to the week-day service, and 
Olivia and Mary were botanising in the wilderness 
yonder ! " 

"But with such very different feelings, Basil. 
We had neither of us learnt one of life's great 
lessons then. Discipline was only just touching 
me with its iron hand. I knew so little of the 
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"wife's duties, and nothing of the wife's trials. And 
more than all, I knew nothing of the way to heaven. 
I had not learned to know that life is a journey, 
beset with cares and dangers, and the world beyond 
a rest; or, if I did know it in a poetical sort of 
way, I did not feel it. Like the Athenians, I 
worshipped an unknown God. I did not know my 
Saviour ; I did not recognise His love and His mercy. * 
The wonderful scheme of Redemption was to me 
like the sounds of a beautiful foreign language. 
Thank God, who has given us light, and life, and 
joy in His dear Son ! " 

" Thank God ! " said Basil, reverentially. 

Lilian and Basil were no longer at Bryndyfiryn. 
As they stood on the grassy mound, with the green 
leaves waving around and above them, the sunset- 
light fell not on rock, or sea, or mountain. The 
rich woods and glades of Hopelands lay stretched 
before them in the solemn radiance of eventide. 
The tall trees, in whose umbrageous arms Basil had 
watched the rooks building their nests, when his 
nursemaid ran behind him, in the shady walks of 
the park, were making their rustling music around, 
him now; and the merry voices of his own little 
daughters — Miss Maude's considerably above the 
others — made the whole pleasant haunts of the 
woods echo again. There was the old mansion, 
the heavy stone gables, the terrace where Henrietta 
Maria had walked with the few faithful friends 
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who yet dared to compose her fugitive court; the 
stately avenue, whose aged trees had, in their 
youth, seen men-at-arms ride forth with the red 
rose on their hehnets, to strike yet another and 
another blow for the fallen fortunes of " the meek 
usurper ! " 

There was the wide, velvety lawn, the grey, 
mossy dial in its midst; there was the matchless 
rose garden, planned by an ancestress in the reign 
of Queen Anne ; and the beautifuL aviary, the pet 
scheme of Basil's own mother ; there was the lake, 
where he had narrowly escaped drowning, when 
launching — ^long, long ago— an armada of fairy ships 
of his own construction ; and right across the park, 
almost shrouded in ivy, and embosomed amid the 
large oak-trees, stood the little deserted chapel, the 
mausoleum of his race, and the quiet resting-place 
of his first-bom son. 

He had left Hopelands, after the necessary expla- 
nations with his father, a reckless, angry man, 
setting at defiance parental rule and maternal 
regrets, forced reluctantly into exile, regardless of 
the claims of a loving, self-contemning wife, and 
determined upon seeking, by fair or evil means, his 
own pleasure, and, if possible, his own revenge. 

Alas ! those wasted years at BryndyflBtyn, spent in 
the companionship of those whom he caUed Mends 
— whom he now knew to be his direst foes — ^in the 
pursuit of all kinds of injurious and sinful excite- 
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ment, in the pemicious indulgences of the table, 
in days of ideleness, weariness, and puerile amuse- 
ments, and in nights of riotous revelling and intem- 
perate folly ; and the while, Lilian, in her sea-side 
home, struggling alone with sickness and weariness, 
and a sorely chastened heart — striving with painful 
economy to meet the expenses of her little house- 
hold, and to bring up her children to love and 
reverence their father, and yet to serve the Lord 
in the days of their youth ! 

And now — ^now God, in His infinite mercy, had so 
overruled all the trials and sorrows of the way, that 
the callous heart was softened, the heavy chains of 
sinful habit were broken, and the world-hardened 
man of pleasure was standing once more on his own 
ancestral domains, humble and contrite in heart; 
restored to the wife who loved him so well, recon- 
ciled to his earthly parents, and brought into the 
great family of those who serve their Heavenly 
Pather before they go to reign with Him in the 
mansions of the redeemed. 

Surely there is no transformation so wonderful 
as that which takes place when one who has dwelt 
long aud securely in the darkness of this world is 
awakened to a sense of sin, is brought to see the 
Source of all pardon and all peace, and learns to 
know the sweetness and the blessedness of recon- 
ciliation with God, through Jesus Christ, His Son ! 
— ^no alchemy so mysterious as that which trans- 
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mutes the careless worldling into the humble, happy 
belierer ! 

The wedding of which Lilian has spoken was to 
take place next day. Olivia was to be married 
to one well calculated to make her a happy wife ; 
and little had Lilian once imagined that the time 
would ever come when a separation fix)m her clever 
and once haughty sister-in-law would be firaught 
with so much sincere regret. But fpr very selfish- 
ness, Lilian could have earnestly hoped that Olivia 
was fated to be the old-maid aunt of the- family. 

Presently Basil and his wife were joined by Mr. 
and Mrs. Hope and Olivia herself. They were 
rather grave ; for the last of the daughters of th^ 
house was on the eve of leaving it for another and a 
dearer home. Olivia had some final directions to 
give respecting her poor people and her flower- 
garden; and as she concluded, she said, *« But I 
need not trouble myself, LiHan ; I leave them aU to 
you ; henceforward you will be the only daughter at 
home. Mary's domestic cares, poor Tessie's schools 
and chanting, and my old women and flowers will 
all devolve upon you ! " 

"Yes," said Mrs. Hope, earnestly, *< it is an 
unspeakable comfort to think Lilian is Mrs and 
not a Miss Hope She will airways be with us 
always at home at Hopelands, alwava <■ i> 
take mj- place, and to enact the ladv n4> «. T *° 
for I (un growing too old for m^ i- . ® ^^'^^^ 

™y oigmties, and it 
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was the dream of days long past, that in my old age 
I should abdicate, and Basil's wife should reign in 
my stead." 

" "No, no, mamma ! " said Lilian, smiling through 
her tears, " I will be Princess Eoyal, or Regent, or 
anything you please, but you must be Queen of dear 
old Hopelands as long as you live." 

" Nominal sovereign, if you like, my dear," re- 
plied Mrs. Hope, "but the administrative power 
must lie in your hands. I trust and believe that 
Hopelands will thrive better under your government 
than under mine." 

Lilian shook her head, and the two strollied away 
under the shadow of the wide-spreading oak-trees. 
When they were quite alone, Mrs. Hope said, 
anxiously, "Lilian, my dear, I am afraid you and 
{;( Basil have not quite made up your minds about 

i.li living here entirely, as we so much wish; I am 

^v afraid you cannot forget all the unkindness you 

^l^ encountered during your first residence at Hope- 

,, 5jj lands. Though you forgive me, I can never forgive 

^t myself for so wilfully misunderstanding you ; and, 

above all, I shall never cease to reproach myself 
.L jj with my unkind conduct towards you when we met 

^: at "Windsor." 

.^1 "Don't speak of it!" cried Lilian, vehemently, 

|J "I deserved all that I then endured. Perhaps, when 

u I first came among you, I merited a little more 

^ tenderness and consideration; but, even then, the 
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mutes the careless worldling into the hnmhle, happj 
believer ! 

The wedding of which Lilian has spoken was to 
take place next day. Olivia was to he married 
to one well calculated to make her a happy wife ; 
and little had Lilian once imagined that the time 
would ever come when a separation from her clever 
and once haughty sister-in-law would be fraught 
with so much sincere regret. But for very selfish- 
ness, Lilian could have earnestly hoped that Olivia 
was fated to be the old-maid aunt of the family. 

Presently Basil and his wife were joined by Mr. 
and Mrs. Hope and Olivia herself. They were 
rather grave ; for the last of the daughters of thd 
house was on the eve of leaving it for another and a 
dearer home. Olivia had some final directions to 
give respecting her poor people and her flower- 
garden ; and as she concluded, she said, "But I 
need not trouble myself, Lilian ; I leave them all to 
you ; henceforward you will be the only daughter at 
home. Mary's domestic cares, poor Tessie's schools 
and chanting, and my old women and flowers will 
all devolve upon you ! " 

"Yes," said Mrs. Hope, earnestly, "it is an 
unspeakable comfort to think Lilian is Mrs. and 
not a Miss Hope. She will always be with us 
always at home at Hopelands, always at hand to 
take my place, and to enact the lady of the house ; 
for I am growing too old for my dignities, and it 
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was the dream of days long past, that in my old age 
I should abdicate, and Basil's wife should reign in 
my stead." 

** ITo, no, mamma ! " said Lilian, smiling through 
her tears, " I will be Princess Royal, or Regent, or 
anything you please, but you must be Queen of dear 
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" Nominal sovereign, if you like, my dear," re- 
plied Mrs. Hope, " but the administrative power 
must lie in your hands. I trust and believe that 
Hopelands will thrive better under your government 
than under mine." 

Lilian shook her head, and the two stroUied away 
under the shadow of the wide-spreading oak-trees. 
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Basil have not quite made up your minds about 
living here entirely, as we so much wish; I am 
afraid you cannot forget all the unkindness you 
encountered during your first residence at Hope- 
lands. Though you forgive me, I can never forgive 
myseK for so wilfally misunderstanding you ; and, 
above all, I shall never cease to reproach myself 
with my unkind conduct towards you when we met 
at Windsor." 

" Don't speak of it 1 " cried Lilian, vehemently, 
" I deserved all that I then endured. Perhaps, when 
I first came among you, I merited a little more 
tenderness and consideration; but, even then, the 
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anything you please, but you must be Queen of dear 
old Hopelands as long as you live." 

" Nominal sovereign, if you like, my dear," re- 
plied Mrs. Hope, " but the administrative power 
must lie in your hands. I trust and believe that 
Hopelands will thrive better under your government 
than under mine." 

Lilian shook her head, and the two strollied away 
under the shadow of the wide-spreading oak-trees. 
When they were quite alone, Mrs. Hope said, 
anxiously, "Lilian, my dear, I am afraid you and 
Basil have not quite made up your minds about 
living here entirely, as we so much wish; I am 
afraid you cannot forget all the unkindness you 
encountered during your first residence at Hope- 
lands. Though you forgive me, I can never forgive 
myseK for so wilfully misunderstanding you ; and, 
above all, I shall never cease to reproach myself 
with my unkind conduct towards you when we met 
at Windsor." 

** Don't speak of it!" cried Lilian, vehemently, 
" I deserved all that I then endured. Perhaps, when 
I first came among you, I merited a little more 
tenderness and consideration; but, even then, the 
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with so much sincere regret. But for very selfish- 
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with my unkind conduct towards you when we met 
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" I deserved all that I then endured. Perhaps, when 
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faults on my side were manifold. I was so exacting 
towards Basil, so childishly angry with all around 
me, so ridiculously jealous for the honour of the 
dear old home in Yorkshire; and then afterwards, 
when we lived in town, my conduct was more 
blameable than you can imagine. My worldliness, 
extravagance, and temper were enough to alienate 
any husband; and when we came to open war, I 
never thought of yielding;, my only anxiety was 
to preserve intact what I foolishly called my rights 
and my dignity. The punishment came in due 
time ; and now I can thank God from all my heart 
for all my trials — ^for the whole of my painful but 
most necessary discipline." 

"And you will stay with us," interposed Mrs. 
Hope again. "I will never interfere with the 
children, and grandpapa will only spoil that saucy 
Maude a little. And as soon as ever you come back 
from your little expedition to "Windsor, you must 
invite Elizabeth and Susan to pay you a long 
visit." 

'* And Basil and I think of visiting Erby-Brougli 
next spring, and staying a long while with Eliza- 
beth after Susan's marriage. Dear little Susie ! 
to think she is going to be the squire's lady ! But 
Eleanor, poor thing! I wonder when wo shall 
hear from her. How cruelly that man deceived her ! 
"What a wretched, miserable marriage she made! 
Poor Eleanor ! she loved rank and position so much. 
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and she thought she achieved all she wished when 
she gave herself to that unscrupulous adventurer. 
And then to think he had to fly the country, and 
go gold-digging in Califomia ! " 

" My dear, it is a sad affair ; but you ought to 
be thankful he married her at all. He was just 
the man to deceive a rash imprudent girl by a false 
ceremony ; and the clandestine way in which every- 
thing was carried on gave every opportunity for 
treachery. Though her conduct was highly cen- • 
surable and unbecoming, no shame, as the world 
holds it, attaches itself to her name. That is a 
comfort ! " 

'* An unspeakable comfort ! " said Lilian, em- 
phatically ; ** and some day she may come back 
a^in to be happy amongst us." 

Mrs. Hope did not reply: she believed that 
Eleanor's restless, ambitious nature could never be 
really happy. 

A few days after this conversation, Basil and his 
wife paid their projected visit to "Windsor. Mr. 
Brookes had become very infirm, and as he told 
Lilian, he was ready and waiting for the Master's 
summons. He was delighted to see her, and her 
husband and children, and Bridget also, who was 
now installed housekeeper at Hopelands, and who 
accompanied her master and mistiess to the lodge. 
Once more Lilian trod the glades of Windsor Porest ; 
once again she stood in the pleasant room where 
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Alice had resigned this mortal life; and again, 
when the evening lamp was lit, she sat down with, 
her venerable host, and read aloud that precious 
chapter of St. John's Gospel that had first breathed 
peace and joy into her weary, sin-laden soul. It 
was Basil's favourite chapter now, and Bridget 
loved it too. As for Mr. Brookes, it had been his 
unfailing treasure for many, many long years ; and 
it was sweeter and richer than ever now that he 
stood at the entrance of the dark valley, waiting 
day by day to be called to descend through its cold 
shadows to the banks of Jordan. He was come 
to the border-lands; and, "Let not your heart -be 
troubled," and "In my Father's house are many 
mansions," was music to his ears, that were dulling 
now to all earthly sounds. So the littie group 
assembled for their evening worship were filled with 
peace and joy unspeakable. 

Once more Lilian went across the park to the 
grey old church, beneath whose peaceful shadow 
Alice Rayner lay at rest. Flowers were blooming 
now on her quiet grave ; wild thyme was clustering 
round the humble headstone ; and the sweet singing 
of birds, and the rippling of waters, made melody 
all through the . calm, sweet summer day. And 
there Lilian stood with her husband, and the past 
came back again so vividly, that the intervening 
years at Bryndyf&yu seemed like a dream of the 
night. 
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**Slie is at rest, dearest; your sweet patient 
Alice is in glory now!" said Basil, as he saw 
Lilian's tears falling fast on the lowly grave. ** Do 
not weep for her, we shall all go to her in God's 
good time." 

"They were not tears of sorrow," said Lilian, 
smiling; " I was thinking how good God has been 
to us, to you, to me, to all the human family, in 
giving us his Beloved Son, through whom alone we 
could receive pardon and peace. I was thinking of 
the past; of the time when last I stood by this 
grave, and my heart was so heavy, and the time 
to come looked so dark and terrible ; when I feared 
that you, my husband, were lost to me for ever. 
And now — now all is changed ; God has given me 
the desire of my heart. He has given back your 
love, restored us to Hopelands, bestowed upon us 
our darling children, and many other inestimable 
blessings. Oh, Basil! from this time forth shall 
we not show forth His praise, by seeking in all 
things to glorify Him, and by living to His honour 
and glory? Yes, every trial has turned out a 
mercy, every sorrow a joy, and every tear is trans- 
muted into a real gem." 

And Basil answered, "So be it. You will be my 
teacher, my Lily ; and, God granting us grace, we 
will strive to glorify Him, by devoting ourselves 
and all that we have to His service f and may we 
tread the path of life ^umbly and peacefully, walk- 
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ing hand in hand, cheering and comforting one 
tmother, till, finally, we come to that land where 
there is no more parting nor sorrow, and where TTis 
servants shall serve Him throughout eternity." 
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BowBOTHAM. Twelfth Edition. (Trade Edition.) 4i.6d. 

ARITHMETICAL QUESTIONS. Revised by 

Brown and Fbost, Fourteenth Edition. (Trade Edition.) 6s. 

BYRON'S POETICAL WORKS (Pictorial Edition). Fine 
Engravings. Royal 8vo. cloth, £I 3s. 

CAMPBELL'S (Colonel Walter) OLD FOREST RANGER ; 

or. Wild Sports of India on the Neilgherry Hills, the Jungles, and tlio 
Plains. New Edition, with Illustrations on Steel. Small 8vo. cloth, bs. 

(Isabella), MEMOIR OF ; or. Peace in Believing. 

18mo. cloth, 2s. (id. 

CARLILE (Rev. J., d.d.),— MANUAL OF THE ANATOMY 

AND PHYSIOLOGY OF THE HUMAN MIND. Crown 8vo. cloth, 48. 

CARTWRIGHT (Backwoods Preacher), AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

OF. The Birth, Fortunes, and General Experiences of the oldest American 
Methodist Travelling Preacher. Edited by W. P. Strickland. Post 8vo. 
cloth, as. 

CHRISTIE'S CONSTRUCTIVE ETYMOLOGICAL SPELLING - 
BOOK. New EdiUon, 12mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

CITY SCENES ; or, a Peep into London. With many Plates, 
lemo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

COLA MONTI ; or, the Story of a Genius. A Tale for Boys. 
By the Author of ** iiow to win Love." With Four Illustrations by 
Fbahklin. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

COOPER'S DICTIONARY OF PRACTICAL SURGERY AND 

ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SURGICAL SCIENCE. New EdiUoa by 
8. A. Lane. (Trade EdiUon.) 2 Vols. Vol. I., 25s. 

COWSLIP (The) ; or, Cautionary Stories in Prose. Adapted to 
the Ideas of Children from Four to Eight yean of Age. Illustrated. 
Twenty-seventh Edition. 18mo., cloth. Is. 

CULPEPPER'S BRITISH HERBAL AND FAMILY PHY- 
SICIAN, to which is added a Dispensatory. 8vo. cloth, 16s. 
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By the REV, J. CUMMIHG, D.D., r.E.S.E 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES. New Edition. 3 Vols. fcap. 

cloth, 188. 

Original Edition. 3 Vols. 

cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

BAPTISMAL FONT. Fcap. Is. ; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. . 

CHRIST OUR PASSOVER. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

COMFORTER. Fcap. cloth. Is. 6d. 

COMMUNION TABLE. Fcap. sewed, Is. 6d. ; or cloth, 3s. 

CONSOLATIONS. Fcap. clotii, 5a. 

DAILY FAMILY DEVOTION. 4to. doth, witii Plates, 21s. 

DAILY LIFE. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FINGER OF GOD. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

FORESHADOWS; or. Lectures on our Lord's Miracles. Fcap. 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Parables. Fcap. 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HAMMERSMITH PROTESTANT DISCUSSION, between 
the Rev. John Cumuing. D.D., and Danibl F&^cnoH, Esq. Tenth Thou- 
sand. Post 8vo. cloth, 68. 

INFANT SALVATION. Fcap. Is. ; gilt edges, 2s. 

IS CHRISTIANITY FROM GOD ? Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

JOSEPH THE LAST OF THE PATRIARCHS. Fcap. 
cloth, 6s. 

LECTURES AT EXETER HALL; or, a ChaUenge to 
Cardinal Wiseman. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

LECTURES ON THE SEVEN CHURCHES. Fcap. 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

LECTURES TO YOUNG MEN. Crown 8vo. clotii, 6s. 

MESSAGE FROM GOD. Fcap. Is. ; gilt edges, 28. 

OUR FATHER. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 

PSALTER OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Written by 
St. Bonaventure. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 

PSALMS AND PARAPHRASES, according to the Version 
of the Church of Scotland, with supplement Hymns and Doxologies. 
12mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; roan, 6s. ; morocco, 6s. 6d. 

RUTH; A CHAPTER IN PROVIDENCE. Fcap. 

cloth, 3S. 6d. 
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BY THE EEV. J. CUMMING, D.D., F.B.s.E. — Continued. 

SABBATH EVENING READINGS ON THE NEW 
TESTAMENT. 13 Vols. fcap. clotb, £3 98. 6d. 



MATTHEW. 6«. 
MARK. 3s. 
LUKE. 6s. 
JOHN. 6s. 
ACTg. Is. 
ROMANS. 48. 6d. 



Or, separately— 



CORINTHIANS. 6s. 
GALATIANS, Ac. Cs. 
COLOSSIANS, &o. 4s. 6d. 
TIMOTHY, Ac. 48. 
HEBREWS, fis. 
JAMES, Ac. 6s. 
REVELATIONS. 7s. 6d. 

SCRIPTURE READINGS ON THE OLD TESTAMENT. 
SAMUEL. Fcap. cloth, 5s. DANIEL. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

KINGS. Fcap. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

SALVATION. Sermon before the Queen. Sewed, 6d, 

SIGNS OF THE TIMES. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

TENTAND THE ALTAR. Cheap Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

THINGS HARD TO BE UNDERSTOOD. Fcap. cloth, 7s. 

THY WORD IS TRUTH. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

WAR AND ITS ISSUES. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

WELLINGTON. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

DAISY (The) ; or, Cautionary Stories in Verse. Adapted to the 
Ideas of Children from Four to Eight years of Age. Illustrated. Twenty- 
seventh Edition. 18mo., cloth. Is. 

DALTON'S (Wm.) THE TIGER PRINCE; or, Adventures in the 
Wilds of Abyssinia. With 8 Illostrations. Post 8vo. cloth, fis. 

DARTON'S (J. M.) FAMOUS GIRLS WHO HAVE BECOME 
ILLUSTKIOUS WOMEN; forming Models of Imitation to the Young 
Ladles of England. Fcap. cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. With Illustrations, 6s. 

DARTON'S (Margaret E.) THE EARTH AND ITS INHABI- 

TANTS. With Frontispiece. Second Edition, crown 8yo. cloth, 58. 

DAVIS'S (Rev. N.) EVENINGS EN" MY TENT ; or, Wanderings 
in the African Sahara. With Illustratiuns. 2 Vols., post 8vo. cloth, 24s. 

DECOY (The) ; or, An Agreeable Method of Teaching Children 
the Elementary Parts of English Grammar. l8mo., 6d. 

DESLYON'S FRENCH DIALOGUES, to enable aU Persons at 
once to practise Conversing in French ; with Familiar Lbttebs in Fbbmch 
and English. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— TUTOR; or. Exposition of the best 

French Grammarians, with Exercises and Questions on every Rule, for 
Examination and Repetition. 12mo. cloth, 4s. 

DICKSEE'S (J. R.) SCHOOL PERSPECTIVE. A Progressive 
Course of Instruction in Linear Perspective. 8vo. cloth, 5s. 



8 CATALOGUE OF WORKS 



DRESSER'S (C.) RUDIMENTS OF BOTANY, Structural and 
Physiological. Being an latroductioa to the Study of tho Veget&blo 
Kingdom. 8vo. cloth, I5s. 

UNITY IN VARIETY, as Deduced from the Vege- 
table Kingdom. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

EDGEWORTH'S (Maria) MORAL TALES. Fcap. cloth, 38. 6d. 

POPULAR TALES. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

EARLY LESSONS. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

4 Vols. 18mo. cloth, 10s. 

PARENT'S ASSISTANT. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HARRY AND LUCY. 3 Vols. fcap. cl. 10s. 6d. 

From "Early Lessons." 

18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

ROSAMUND. From « Early Lessons." 18mo. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

FRANK. From "Early Lessons.'* 18mo. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

ENTICK'S SPELLING DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH 
LANGUAGE. Revised by Browne. (Trade Edition.) 2s. 6d. 

LATIN-ENGLISH DICTIONARY. Revised by 



Crakblt, Sarjant, aod CarilY. (Trade Edition. ) 5s. 6d. 

EUCLID. The First Six Books, together with Eleventh and 
Twelfth. 8iMS0M*s Text, correcied by Matmaru. (Trade Edition.) 4s. 

Edited in a Symbolical Form by Blakelock. (Trade 

EdiUoD.) 6s. 

FAIRHOLT'S (F. W.) DICTIONARY OF TERMS IN ART. 
liumeroas Woodcuts. Post 8vo. cloth, lOs. 6d. 

FLEETWOOD'S (Rev. J., d.d.) LIFE OF CHRIST. With an 

Essay by Rev. H. Stbdding. Wilh 58 Steel Engravings. 4to., cloth, £1 98. 

FLETCHER'S (Rev. Alexander, d.d.) GUIDE TO FAMILY 
DEVOTION. Portrait, and 24 Engravings. 4to., cloth, gilt edges, £1 6s. 

NEW EDITION, with Portrait 

and 2S Plates. Royal 4to., cluth, gilt edges, £1 8s. 

-CLOSET DEVOTIONAL EXERCISES FOR 



THE YOUNG, from Ten Years Old and upwards. Post 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

SCRIPTURE HISTORY. For the Improvement 

of Youth. With 241 Engravings on Steel. 2 Vols. 16mo., cloth gUt, 18». 

SCRIPTURE NATURAL HISTORY. 256 En- 



gravings on Steel. 2 Vols., l6mo. cloth, 2Us. 

ASSEMBLY'S CATECHISM. Divided into 52 



Lessons. 12mo. sewed, 8d. 

SCRIPTURE TEXTS. 12mo. sewed, 6d. 

BOOK OF PROVERBS. 12mo. sewed, 6d. 

HYMNS. 24mo. roan, 3s. 
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FKANKLIN'S (Benjamin) WORKS AND LIFE. 8vo. cloth, 8s. 

FULLER'S (Andrew) WORKS AND LIFE. Edited by his Son. 
Royal 8to. oloth, 24s. 

GEMS OF EUROPEAN ART. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
96 Steel Plates. 2 Vols., folio cloth gilt, £5. 

GEOGRAPHY FOR CHILDREN. Thirty-fourth Edition. 

(Trade EdliioD.) 2s. 
AND HISTORY; selected by a Lady for the 

use of her own Children. Revised by Mauhokb. Twenty-second Edition. 

(Trade Edition.) 4s. 6d. 

GIBBON'S DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 

With Memoir, and Additional Notes, from the French of M. Guizot. 
Numerous Engravings and Maps. 2 Vols, super-royal 8vo. cloth, £L 16s. 

New Edition, in 1 Vol. 

with some account of the Life and Writings of the Author. By Alsx- 
AHDBK Chalhbbs, Esq., F.A.S., and a Portrait. (Trade Ediiion). 16s. 

GILES'S (James) ENGLISH PARSING. Improved Edition. 
13mo. cloth, 2s. 

GILFILLAN'S THE MARTYRS, HEROES, AND BARDS 
OF THE SCOTTISH COVENANT. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HACK'S (Maria) STORIES OF ANIMALS. Adapted for 
Children from Three to Ten Years of Age, 16mo. cloth, Is. 6d. 

WINTER EVENINGS ; or. Tales of Travellera. With 

6 Illostrations by Hahvbt. New Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HALL'S (Mr. and Mrs. S. C), IRELAND ; its Scenery, Cha- 
racter, &c. 48 Steel Plates and 600 Woodcuts. 3 Vols, royal Svo.ui., £3 3s. 

WEEK AT KILLARNEY. lUustrated with Woodcuts. 

Royal 8vo. cloth, 8s. , 

HANDBOOK FOR IRELAND. Post 8vo. cloth, 8s. 

BOOK OF SOUTH WALES ; THE WYE, AND THE 



COAST. Numerous Engravings. Fcap. 4to. cloth gilt, 15s. 



BOOK OF THE THAMES, FROM ITS RISE TO 

ITS FALL. With numerous Engravings. Fcap. 4to. cloth gilt, 16s. 

HAPPY TRANSFORMATION ; or, History of a London Ap- 
prentice. With PrelJkce by Rev. J. A. Jamks. Ibmo. cloth, 6d. 

HENDRY'S HISTORY OF GREECE. In Easy Lessons. 
For Children of Six to Ten Years of Age. With Illustrations. 18mo. ci., 2s. 

HISTORY OF ROME. In Easy Lessons. For 

Children of SU to Ten Tears of Age. With Ulustrations. l8mo. cloth, 2«. 

HENRY'S (Matthew) COMMENTARY ON THE HOLY 
BIBLE. Abridged by the Rev. E. Blomvibld. WiUi 60 Engravings. 
2 Vols. 4to. oloih, £2 168. 

HOOPER'S (Mrs.) RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS. ANDER- 
SON'S SCUOOLtf New Edition, with 4 IllustraUons. Fcap. cloth, 3s. tfd. 
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HOPKINS' ORTHOGRAPHICAL EXEROISE& New Edition. 

18mo. olotb. Is. 6d. 

HOW TO WIN LOVE ; or, Rhoda'a Lesson. A Story Book for 
the Young. By the Author of " Michael the Miner," " Cola Mooti," Ao. 
Vflth Illustrations on Steel. New Edition, l6mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

HOWITTS (William) A BOY'S ADVENTURES IN THE 

WILDS OF AUSTRALIA. Cuts by Harvkt. Fcap. cloth srUt, 4s.; 
Cheap Edition, without Illustrations, 2s. 

HUME AND SMOLLETT'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
With a Continuation to the Year 1860, by Dr. E. H. Nolav. 108 Plates 
and Maps, engraved on Steel. 3 Vols, imperial ero., cloth gilt, £3 3b. 

With Continuation by 

Farb to the Year 1846. 3 Vols., royal 8vo. cloth, £2 12s. 6d. 

Trade Edition. 10 Vols., 80s. 

HUNTINGFORD'S (Dr.) INTRODUCTION TO THE WRI- 
TING OF GREEK. (Trade Edition.) 5s. 

JERDAN'S (W.) AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 4 Vols. Post 8vo. d., 2l8. 

JOBSON'S (F. J.) AMERICA AND AMERICAN METHO- 
DISM. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

JOSEPHUS (The Works op). With Essay by Rev. H. Stbbbino. 
80 Woodcuts, and 46 Steel Engravings. Royal 8vo., cloth gilt, £1 5b. 

JOYCE'S SCIENTIFIC DIALOGUES, with corrections and 
addiUons by GRsooRr, Walker, and Pcppsr. (Trade Edition.) fts. 

LAURIE (James),— TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST FOR 
EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR, at 6, 4*, 4, 3*. 3, and 2i per cent, per 
annum, from £1 to £100, &c. Twenty seventh Edition, 800 pp. Svo. oloth, 
strongly bound, £1 Is. ; or in calf, £1 6s. 

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST, at 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 

and 9} per cent, per annum, from 1 day to 100 days. Eighth Edition, 8vo. 
oloth, 7s. 

UNIVERSAL EXCHANGE TABLES, showing 

the value of the coins of every country interchanged with each other, at 
all rates of exchange, from One Coin to One Million Clolns. 8vo. cloth, £1. 

TABLES OF EXCHANGE between Paris, Bordeaux, 

Marseilles, Havre, Lyons, Brussels, Ghent, Bruges, Antwerp, Genoa, and 
London. 8vo., bound in calf, £.1. 



MADEIRA EXCHANGE TABLES. Being Portu- 
guese and British Money reduced into each other. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

MANUAL OF FOREIGN EXCHANGES. Being 

British Coins reduced into Twenty-eight of the Principal Countries of the 
World, &c. ; also from One to One Million Coins of these countries In 
decimals of the £, with French and Turkish exchanges. 4th Edition, samo. 9d. 

EXPOSITOR OF FOREIGN EXCHANGES. Being 

British Coins reduced Into Twenty-four of the Principal Countries of the 
World ; in parallel columns, Ac. &o. On a sheet royal, folded in a book, Ss. 
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LAURIE^S FOKEIGN AND BRITISH SHARE TABLES, from 
Is. 3d. to £100 per share, in British and Decimal Moneys, Ac. 12mo. cl., 12s. 

GOLDEN READY RECKONER, calculated in British 

Money and Dollars, showing the value Arom One Ounce to One Hundred 
Thousand Ounces Gold, Platina, Silver, Goods and Merchandise of every 
description, Shares in Public Companies, fcc Ac 12mo. dotti, i2s. 

DECIMAL COINAGE. A Practical Analysis of the 

Comparative Merits of XI and lOd. as the Ruling Integer of a Decimal 
Currency for the United Kingdom. 8vo. sewed, 2s. 6d. 

LAWSON (A.),— MODERN FARRIER. 8vo. doth, 13s. 6d. 
LE PAGE'S FEENCH COTJESE. 

'* The sale of many thousands, and the almost universal adoption of these clever 
little books by M. Ljb Paob, sufficiently prove the public approbatton of his plan of 
teaching French, which is in accordance with the natural operation of a child 
learning its native language.** 

FRENCH SCHOOL. PartL L'ECHO DE PARIS. Being 
a Selection of Eamiliar Phrases which a person would hear daily if living 
Id France. Price 3s. 6d. cloth. 

KEY TO DITTO ; or, Finishing Exercises in French Con- 
versation. Price Is. sewed. 

FRENCH SCHOOL. Part H. THE GIFT OF FLUENCY 
IN FRENCH CONVERSATION. With Notes. Price 2s. 6d. doth. 

KEY TO DITTO: PETIT CAUSEUR ; or, First Chatterings 
in French. Price Is. 6d. sewed. 

FRENCH SCHOOL. Part III. THE LAST STEP TO 
FRENCH. With the Versification. Pric^ 2s. 6d. cloth. 

PETIT LECTETJR DES COLLEGES; or, the French 
Keader for Beginners and Elder Classes. A Sequel to ** L^Echo de Paris. 
12mo. Price 3s. 6d. cloth. 

FRENCH MASTER FOR BEGINNERS; or, Easy Lessons 
in French. Price 2s. 6d. cloth, 

JUVENILE TREASURY OF FRENCH CONVERSATION. 
With the English before the French. Price 3s. cloth. 

FRENCH PROMPTER. A Handbook for Travellers on 
the Continent and Students at Home. Price 4b. cloth.- 

READY GUIDE TO FRENCH COMPOSITION. French 
Grammar by Examples, giving Models as Leading-strings throughout 
Accidence and Syntax. Price 38. 6d. cloth. 

ETRENNES AUX DAMES ANGLAISES. Being a Key 
to French Pronunciation in all its niceties. Price 6d. sewed. 

PETIT MUSfiE DE LITTfiRATURE FRANgAISE, with 

Chronological and Critical Notices of the Eminent Writers of France, 
from the Fourteenth Century to the Nineteenth. Prose, 4s. 6d. ; 
Poetry, 4a. 6d. 
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LINNET S TRIAL. A Tale by S, M., Author of " Twice Lost/' 
Ac. 2 Vols. leap, cloth, 12s. 

LUTHEE, KNOX, THE INQUISITION, NEW ENGLAND. 

From the ** Teacher's Offering.** ISmo. cloth, is. 

M'HENET'S SPANISH COUBSE. 

A NEW AND IMPROVED GRAMMAR. Containing the 
Elements of the Language and the Rules of Etymology and Syntax 
Exemplified ; with Notbs and Appendix, consisting of Dialogaes, Select 
Poetry, Commercial Correspondence, in. New Edition, revised. 12mo. 
bound, 68. 

EXERCISES ON THE ETYMOLOGY, SYNTAX, IDIOMS, 
&o., of the SPANISH L.ANGUAQE. Fifth Edition, 12mo. bound, 3s. 

KEY TO THE EXERCISES. 12mo. bound, 4s. 

SYNONYMES OF THE SPANISH LANGUAGE EX- 
PLAINED. 12mo. 48. ; and 8vo. 68. 

MACKAY'S (Chas.) STUDIES FROM THE ANTIQUE, AND 

SICETCHES FKOM NATURE. Fcap. doth, 3s. 6d. 

jyiANUAL OP HERALDRY, being a concise Description of the 
several Terms used, and containing a Dictionary of every Designation in 
the Science. Illustrated by 400 Engravings on Wood. New Edition, fcap. 
cloth, 3s. 

By the Author of "MARY POWELL." 

CALIPH HAROUN ALRASCHID (The). Post 8vo. cloth, 

2s. 6d. 

THE OLD CHELSEA BUN-HOUSE. Cheap Edition, 
fcap. cloth, 28. 6d. 

MAIDEN AND MARRIED LIFE OF MARY POWELL, 
Third Edition, with Portrait. Post 8vo. cloth, red edges, 7s. 6d. 

CHERRY AND VIOLET. Post 8vo. doth antique, 38. 6d. 

CHRONICLES OF MERRY ENGLAND. Fcap. 8vo., 

3s. 6d. 

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR. Post Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
COTTAGE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 
DAY OF SMALL THINGS (Thb). Post Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 
DEBORAH'S DIARY. Cheap Edition, fcap. cloth, 2s. 

Post Svo. cloth, 6s. 

EDWARD OSBORNE. Cheap Edition, fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 
ETHELFLED. Post Svo. cloth antique, 6s. 
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BY THE AUTHOK OP "MARY POWELL." — Continued, 

FAMILY PICTUItES. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

GOOD OLD TIMES (The). Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. Gd. • 

HELEN AND OLGA. Post 8vo., 33. 6d. 

THE HILL SIDE. Feap. doth. Is. 6d. 

JACK AND THE TANNEK. Post Svo., 9d. 

MORE'S HOUSEHOLD. Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

POPLAE HOUSE ACADEMY. Post Svo. doth, 7s. 6d. 

— 2 Vols. feap. doth, 7s. 6d. 

PROVOCATIONS OF MADAME PALISSY. Post Svo. 

oloth, 38. 6d. 

QUEENE PHILIPPA'S GOLDEN BQOKE. Post Svo. 

3i. 6(1. 

NOBLE PURPOSE NOBLY WON. Post Svo. cloth, 78. 6d. 
2 Vols. leap, cloth, 7s. Gd. 

SABBATH AT HOME. Post Svo. doth, 3s. Gd. 

SOME ACCOUNT OF MRS. CLARINDA SINGLEHART. 

Post Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

TASSO AND LEONORA. Post Svo. cloth, 3s. Gd. 

MEMORABLE EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF A LONDON 
PHYSICIAN. Demy Svo. cloth, Ys. 6d. 

METEYARD'S(Eliza)THE DOCTOR'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. 
The Story of a Child's Life amidst the Woods and Hills. With nume- 
rous Illustrations by IlAarKT. Feap. cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

MIALL'S (Edwabd) BASES OF BELIEF. Crown Svo. cL, 3s. 6d. 

CHRISTIAN POLITICS. Crown Svo. doth, 3s. 6d. 

MILL IN THE VALLEY; a Tale of German Rural Life. By 
the Author of ** Moravian Life. " Feap. cloth, 6s. 

MORAVIAN LIFE IN THE BLACK FOREST. Edited by 
the Author of ** Mary Powell." 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

MONOD (A.),--WOMAN : HER MISSION AND HER LIFE. 
From the French by Rev. W. 6. Barrbtt. Third Edition, l8mo. cl., Is. 6d. 

. SAINT PAUL. Five Discourses. Translated from 



the French by Rev.W. O. Babb£TT. ismo. cloth, is. 6d. 

MONTAGU'S (Lady M. W.) LETTERS FROM THE LEVANT. 
Fcai>. cloth, Ss. 

MOSHEIM'S ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY. Translated by 
MiTROocK and Soamkb, aud brought down to present time by W* Btdbbs, M. a. 
3 Vols. (Trade Edition.) 46s. 
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MOUBRAY'S TREATISE ON DOMESTIC AND GENA- 

MENTAL POULTRY. By L. A. Mball ; the Diseases of Poultry, by 
Dr. HoBNBR. Coloured Illastrations. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

MY OLD PUPILS. By the Author of « My Schoolboy Days." 
With Four Illastrations on Wood. 16mo. oloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

NATIONAL GALLERY. Comprising about loO Engravings 
from the " Vernon Collection.** 3 Vols, royal 4to. cloth, £8 8s. 

NICHOLSON'S CARPENTER'S GUIDE; being a Complete 
Book of Lines for Carpenters, Joiners, Cabinet-Makers, and WoriiLmen in 
general. Improved Edition. Edited by John Hat. 4to. cloth, £1 lis. 6d. 

(Peter) PRACTICAL TREATISE ON MEN- 
SURATION. A sequel to the " Carpenter*s Guide." 4to. cloth, 18s. 

NINA; a Tale. By S. M. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

NOLAN'S (E. H.) HISTORY OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE 

IN INDIA AND THE EAST. Illustrated. 2 Vols, royal 8vo. cL, £2 5s. 

HISTORY OF THE WAR AGAINST RUSSIA. 

Illustrated. 2 Vols, royal 8yo. cloth, £2 5s. 

NUGENT'S POCKET FRENCH-ENGLISH AND ENGLISH- 
FRENCH DICTIONARY. Revised by Tabver. (Trade Edition.) 48. 6d. 

NURSERY RHYMES. By the Authors of " Original Poems." 

i8mo. cloth, Is. 6d. 
Illustrated. 16mo. doth, 2s. 6d. 

OLDEKOFS (T. L. Von) MANKIND IN MANY AGES. An 
Outline of Univeraal History. Crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

ORACLES FROM THE BRITISH POETS. By James 
Smith. Third Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt edges, price 2s. 6d. 

ORIGINAL POEMS FOR INFANT MINDS. Illustrated by 
H. Ahelat, and engraved by J. and G. Nicholls. Fcap. cloth gilt, 58. 
A Cheap Edition, 2 Vols., I8mo. cloth, is. 6d. each. 

By the Author of "OTTR HEAVENLY HOME." 

COMFORTER (The) ; or, the Holy Spirit in His Glorious 
Person and Gracious Work. Fourth Edition. Fcap. cloth, Ss. ; gilt edges, 
Ss. 6d. 

DYING COMMAND OF CHRIST; or, the Duty of Believers 
to Celebrate Weekly the Lord's Supper. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

GRACE AND GLORY; or, the BeUever's Bliss in Both 
Worlds. Fcap. cloth, 6s., gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

GOD IS LOVE ; op, Glimpses of the Father's Infinite Affec- 
tion for His People. Seventh Edition. Fcap. cloth, 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

GOD'S UNSPEAKABLE GIFT; or. Views of the Person 
and Work of Jeans Christ. Tliird Edition. Fcap. cloth, 6s. ; gilt edges, 
6s. 6d. 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF "OUR HEAVENLY HOME." — Continued. 

GLEAMS OF GLORY FROM THE CELESTLAX WORLD. 

32nio. cloth, Is. 

OUR HEAVENLY HOME ; or, Glimpses of the Glory 
and Bliss of the Better World. Seventh Edition. Fcap. oloth, 5s. ; gilt 
^ges, 5s. 6d. 

SOURCES OF JOY IN SEASONS OF SORROW. 

32m o. cloth. Is. 

STEPS AND STAGES ON THE ROAD TO GLORY. 
Fcap. cloth, 58. 

THE GLORIOUS GOSPEL OF CHRIST; considered in its 
Belations to the Present Life. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

THE FOES OF OUR FAITH, AND HOW TO DEFEAT 
THEM. Fcap. cloth, Ss. 

TRUTHS FOR THE DAY OF LIFE AND THE HOUR 

OF DEATU. Third Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

PARKINSON'S * (R.) PROTESTANT CATECHISM. 18mo. 
sewed, 6d. 

PATTIE DURANT ; a Tale of 1662. By Cycla, Author of 
** Passing Clouds,** Ao. Foap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

PAYNE'S (Joseph) SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN; 
with brief Explanatory Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families. 
Fourteenth Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; with gilt edges, 3s. 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH POETRY; with short 

Ttfnirmphlcal Sketches, ard Notes Explanatory and Critical, intended as a 
Text-Boolc for the higher Clasees in Schools. Fifth Edition, enlarged. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, red edges, 58. 

PEOPLE'S MUSIC BOOK, with Accompaniment for Organ and 
Pianoforte. By E. Taylor and J. Tcblb. 3 Vols., royal 8vo. cloth, 36s. ; 
or separately, as Psalm Tunes, Secular Music, and Sacred Music, 12s. each. 

PHILLIMORE (John George),— HISTORY OF ENGLAND 

DURING THE REIGN OF GEORGE THE THIRD. Vol. L 
8yo. cloth, 18s. 

REPLY TO THE MISREPRESENTATIONS 

OF THE EDINBURGH REVIEW, October, 1863. 8vo. sewed, 2s. 

PICTORIAL SPELLING-BOOK; or, Lessons on Facts and 
Objects. With 130 Ulustrations. New Edition. 12mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

PLEASANT PASTIME ; or, Drawing-room Dramas for Private 
Repres(>ntation by the Young. With Cuts. l6mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

POOLE'S (Matthew) DIALOGUES BETWEEN A POPISH 

PRIEST AND AN ENGLISH PROTESTANT. By Rev. Jobn Cumminq, 
D.D. 18mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID ; or, Three Years in 
the Hdly City. With Illustrations. Fcap. cloth, 38. 6d. 

REMBRANDT AND HIS WORKS. Dlnstrated with Examples, 
by J. BmursT. Re-edited by U. Mdrbat. 4to. cloth, 12s. 
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RIPPON'S (Dk.) selection OF HYMNS FEOM THE 

BEST AUTHORS, inclndiDg a great namber of Originals, intended as an 
Appendix to Dr. Watts's Psalms and Hymns. New Editions. 



Nonpareil 32mo. 

s.d. 
Roan . ..16 

, gilt edges 2 

Morocco ... 6 



Long Primer 24mo. 

8.d. 

Roan .... 2 6 

, gilt edges 3 

Morocco. . .60 



Large Tjfpe. 

s.d. 
Sheep ... 5 
Roan, gilt edges 6 
Morocco ..90 



ROBINSON CRUSOE. With Illustrations. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 
HOWE'S (C. G.) GOING TO THE DOGS; or, the Adventures 

of Frank. Showing how he was brought up to follow neither Trade nor 
Profession, and what his very genteel bringing up brought him to. Fcap. 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

ROLLIN'S ANCIENT HISTORY. 2 Vols. 8vo. cloth, 2l8. 

ROWBOTHAM'S (J., P.R.8.A.) DERIVATIVE SPELLING- 
BOOK. 12mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

GUIDE TO THE FRENCH 

LANGUAGE AND CONVERSATION : consisting of Modern French 
Dialogues, with the Pronunciation. New Edition, by De L^ Vors. icmo. 
bound, 2s. 6d. 

ROYAL GEMS FROM THE GALLERIES OF EUROPE; 
with Descriptions by 8. C. Hali.. 2 Vols. Elephant folio clolh, £o, 

RURAL SCENES; or, a Peep into the Countr3^ A New and 
Revised Edition, with 88 Cuts. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

RUTTER'S (Roman CathoHc) LIFE OF CHRIST. Edited by 

F. C. HosKNBKTii. Plates. 4to. cloth, 28s. 

RYALL'S PORTRAITS OF EMINENT CONSERVATIVES. 
72 Plates. 2 Vols., folio cloth, £6. 

SANDFORD AND MERTON. With Cuts. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

SCOFFERN'S (Dr.) CHEMISTRY NO MYSTERY. Hlus- 
tratcd. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

SCOTLAND (The Pictorial History of). Edited by the Rev. 

J. Taylor, D.D. Illustrated with 79 Engravings on Steel, from l)rawinj,'s 
by W. H. Bartlbtt, and other Artists. 2 Vols., imperial 8yo., £3 6s. 

SCOTT (Rev. T.),— HOLY BIBLE, with Readings, an Abridged 
Commentary, and 28 Engravings. i6mo. roan, embossed, 6s. 6d.; 
morocco, 7s.; elegant, 78. 6d. 

SCULPTURE (Gallery op Modern). 80 Steel Plates. With 
Descriptions. Folio, cloth gilt, £3 38. 

SHAKSPEARE. The Text of Steevens and Malone. (Trade 

Edition.) iTol. 

SHAKESPERE'S COMPLETE WORKS. With Notes and 
Introduction by H. Stbbbikg. With Illustrations. Royal Svo. cloth, 25s. 
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SHAKPE'S NEW TESTAMENT. Translated from Griesbach's 
Text. Fourth Edition. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

SHELMERDINE'S SELECTION OF THE PSALMS and other 
Portions of Soriptore, arranged and marked for Chanting. Fcap. cloth, Is. 

ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY CHANTS, 



Selected from the most famous composers. Crown 8ro. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



By FEAHE E. SMEDLET. 



GATHERED LEAVES. A CoUection of the Poetical Works 
of the late Frank E. Smkdlet, Aathor of *' Frank Fairlegh.*' With a 
Memorial Preface by Edmdnd Yatks, a Portrait, and numerous humorous 
designs. Printed on superior paper, with Borders. Imperial l6mo. 
imitation half-morocoo, gilt edges, 8s. 6d. [Jiut Ptiblitked. 

FRANK FAIRLEGH. Crown 8vo. "boards, 28. 6d. ; doth, 
3s. 6d. ; or with 30 Illustrations by Gbobok Cbuikshank, Svo. cloth, 16s. 

HARRY COVERDALE'S CODRTSHIP. Crown Svo. boards, 
2s. 6d. ; cl., 3s. 6d. ; or, with Illustrations by H. K.Brownk, Svo. cl., 16s. 

LEWIS ARXJNDEL. Crown Svo. 3s. boards ; cloth, 4s. ; or 
with Illostrations by H. K. Brownb (Phiz), Svo. cloth, 22s. 

THE COLVILLE FAMILY. Frontispiece and Vignette 
Title by Phiz. Fcap. boards. Is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

SEVEN TALES Bf SEVEN AUTHORS. Edited by the 
Author of " Frank Fairlegh.*' Fcap. 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 

SMITH (C. M.), THE LITTLE WORLD OF LONDON. 
Post svo. cloth, 38. 6d. 

THE DEAD LOCK. A Story in Eleven Chapters. 

Also, TALES OF ADVENTURE. Post Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

SPURGEON (Rbv.C. H.),— THE SAINT AND HIS SAVTOTJR ; 
or. The Progress of the Soul in the Knowledge of Jesus. With Portrait. 
Fcap. cloth gilt, 6s. 

STORY OF A FAMILY. By S. M. Fcap. cloth, 2s. Cd. 

STORY WITHOUT AN END. Translated from the Gorman 
by Sarah AusTOf. Illustrated by Harvkt. New Edition. 16mo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 

SWAIN'S (Chables, Author of "The Mind," "English Melo- 
dies," Ac.) ABT AND FASHION; with other Sketches, Songs, and 
Poems. Po&t Svo. clotli, 7s. 6d. 

TATE'S ELEMENTS OF COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. 
Fifth EdiUon. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. KEY, 38. 6d. 

TAYLOR'S (James) PICTORIAL HISTORY OF SCOTLAND, 
from the Roman Invasion to the Close of the Jacobite Rebellion, a.d. 79— 
1716. 3 Vols, royal bvo. cloth, £2 5s. 
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TAYLOR'S (Bp.) LIFE OF CHRIST. Edited by Pktt.tp, 4to. 
oloth, lOs. 6d. 

THOMSON'S (A.) OOKSOLATIONS FOR CHRISTLAlv 

MOURNEBS. 8T0. cloth, 12s. ; 12oio. eloth, 68. 

TOMLINSON'S (Chas.) EXPERIMENTAL ESSAYS. I. On 

the Motions of Camphor on the Surface of Water. 2. On the Motion of 
Camphor towards the Light. 3. History of the Modern Theory of Dew. 
With Illustrations. i2mo. limp cloth. Is. 

CYCLOPAEDIA OF USEFUL ARTS, 

Mechanical and Chemical, Manufactures, Mining, and Engineering. Illus- 
trated by upwards of 2,500 Engravings on Steel and Wood. 2 Vols. 
Boyal 8to. cloth, £2 58. 

TRAILUS (Mm.) LADY MARY AND HER NURSE; or, a 
Peep into the Canadian Forest. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CANADIAN CRUSOES; a Tale of the Rice Lake 

Flidns. Edited by Agvks STfUOKLAnD. With nnmerona lUostrations by 
ELAB7BT. Fcap. cloth, 28. 6d. 

TREASURE-SEEKER'S DAUGHTER. 12mo. bds.. Is. 

TREDGOLD ON THE STEAM ENGINE. In Two Sections : 
1. Marinb Enoimbs. 2. LocoMOTivB AKD Stationaet Enoinrs. lOOO pages 
of Text, and upwards of 220 Engravings. Also 160 Woodcuts and Diaerrams. 

3 YolB. royal 4to. cloth, £4 148. 6d. 

By ILAETIN 7. TUPFEB, D,C.L., FIt.S. 

I CITHARA : a Selection from the Lyrical Writings of M. F. 
Tnpper. Post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, Ss. 

KING ALFRED'S POEMS. Fcap. doth, Ss. 

THE CROCK OF GOLD, THE TWINS, AND HEART. 
Post 8vo. 2s. 6d. boards ; or separately, Is. Od. each, doth. 

PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. Tranriated into French. 

Portrait. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

TURNER AND HIS WORKS. Illustrated with Examples 
from his Pictures, and Remarks by J. Burmbt, and Memoir by P. Cmr- 
HiMOHAM. Re-edited by H. Mubray. 4to. cloth, 12s. 

TWICE LOST. A Novel in One Volume. By the Author of 
" Story of a Family," *' Qaeen Isabel,*' Ac. Crown 8to. cloth, 78. 6d. 

TTTLER'S (M. Frazeh) TALES OF MANY LANDS. With 

Eight Illustrations. New Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

VAUX'S (W. S. W., M.A.) NINEVEH AND PERSEPOLIS; 
an Historical Sketch of Ancient Assyria and Persia. Fourth Edition, with 
numerous Illustrations. Post 870. cloth, 38. 6d.; or gilt, Ss. 

VERNON GALLERY (Thb). Comprising about 150 EngzaTin^ 

4 Vols, folio, cloth, £8 88. 
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VIRTUE'S ILLTJSTEATED WORKS— Demy 4to.,gUt edges. 

AMERICAN SCENERY. 120 Plates, after Sketches by 
W. U. Babtlktt. Descriptions by N. P. Willis, Esq. 2 Vols., £1 158. 

THE BOSPHORUS AND THE DANUBE. The Bos- 

piiURVS by Misa Pabdob. The Dakobe by W. Bbattib, M.D. Illus- • 
trated with 170 Eagravinps. 4to. 2 V'ol8.,£l 6b. each. 

CALEDONIA ILLUSTRATED. 150 Engravings, from 
Drawings by W. H. BAnxLKTT and T. Allom, Ac. The literary portion 
by William Bbattie, M.D. 2 Vols., £2 iOs. 

CANADIAN SCENERY. 2 Vols., £1 15s. 

IRELAND (Scenery and ANTiauiriEs op). 120 Engravings, 
bv W. H. Baetlrtt. Descriptive Text by J. ATiBUXtQ Coynb, N. P. 
Willis, ^. 2 Vols., £1 iSs. 

PALESTINE (Christian in) ; or, Scenes of Sacred History. 
bO Engravings, from Drawings by W. 11. Babtlbtt. Descriptions by 
H. Stkbeing. £1 6s. 

PIEDMONT AND ITALY, from the Alps to the Tiber, 
lilastrated. By Dodlbt Costbllo. The artistic department by Habdimo, 
PvNB, Bartlbtt, Beockboom, Ao. 2 Vols., £2 2s. 

PORTS AND HARBOURS OF GREAT BRITAIN. 
A Series of 144 Views of all the points of interest round the entire Coast. 
2 Vols., £2. 

SCOTLAND. By W. Beattib. Ulnstrated in a Series of 
Views, by Allom,Bautlktt, and M'CuLLOcu. 2 Vols. £2. 

SWITZERLAND ILLUSTRATED. By Dr. Beattib, the 
Drawings by W. H. Babtlktt. 2 Vols., £2. 

WALDENSES (The) ; or, Protestant Valleys of Piedmont, 
Dauphiny, &c. By W. Bbattib. Illustrated by Bamtlxtt and Brockb- 
DON. £1 5s. 

WALKINGHAME'S TUTOR'S ASSISTANT ; being a Compen- 
dlam of Arithmetic, lievised by FB/tsbB. (Trade Edition.) 2s. KEY, 3s. 

WANOSTROCHTS FRENCH GRAMMAR. Revised by Tarver. 

(Trade Ediaon.) 48. 

RECUEIL CHOISI DE TRAITS HISTO- 

RIQUES £T DB CO.NTES MOHAUX. Bevi^ed by Dblillb. (Trade 
Edition.) 3s. 

WATTS* AND RIPPON'S HYMNS. Bound in One Volume, 
82mo. roan, embossed, sprinkled edges, 3s., glit edges, 38. 6d. 

WATTS' (Dr.) DIVINE AND MORAL SONGS FOR CHTL- 

DRKN. With Anecdotes and ileflections, by the Rev. Imgham Cobbin, M.A. 
Frontispiece and 67 Woodcuts. Mew Edition, cloth, is.; gilt edges. Is. 6d. 
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WEBB'S (Mrs. J. B.) NAOMI; or, the Last Days of Jerusalem. 
With Yiew^, &c. of Jerusalem, and 15 IllastratLons by Gilbert and Babt- 
LETT. Fcap. cloth, 7s. 6d. ; or in 2iid murocco, gilt, 10s. 6d. 

WHEELER'S (J. T., f.e.g.8.) HANDBOOK TO THE COTTON 

CULTIVATION IN THE MADRAS PRESIDENCY. With Map and 
Illustrations. Post 8to. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE OLD 



AND NEW TESTAMENTS. Folio, cloth, 78. 6d. 

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF OLD TES- 



TAMENT HISTOEY AND THE LAWS OP MOSES. Tenth EdiUon. 
Post 870. cloth, red edges, 5s. 6d. 

"ANALYSIB^NF^CTMMAEY^F'NEW'TES- 



TAMENT HISTORY. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, red edges, 6s. 6d. 
POPULAR ABRIDGMENT OF OLD AND 



NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. 2 Vols. I8mo. cloth. 2s. each. 

WILKEE GALLERY. A Selection of Engravings from the 
Paintings of the late Sir Dayid Wilcib, E.A. Cloth gilt, £i 10s. 

WILLEMENT (E. E.), A CATECHISM OF FAMILIAR 

THINGS. Nevir Edition, Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— BIRDS AND ANIMALS. Cuts. 



12mo. cloth, 2s. 

WOODWARD'S (B. B.) WALES (The History of), From the 
Earliest Times to its Final Incorporation with England. Illustrated hy 
Views of Eemarkable Places. Antiquities, and Scenery. 2 Vols., super- 
royal 870., cloth gilt, £1 6s. 

WORBOISE'S (E. J.) CA3IPI0N COURT. A Tale of the Days 
of the Ejectment Two Huudred Years Ago. Second Edition. Fcap. cl., 5s. 

THE LILLINGSTONES OF LILLINGSTONE. 



Fcap. clotti, 5s. 



LOTTIE LONSDALE; or, the Chain audits 

Links. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 6s. 

WRIGHT'S (Thomas, Esq., m.a., f.s.a.) THE CELT, THE 

EOMAN, AND THE SAXON. A History of the Early Inhabitants of 
Britain. Illustrated by the Ancient Eemains brought to light by recent 
research. Numerous Engravings. New Edition. Pust 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

DOMESTIC MANNERS AND SENTIMENTS 

IN ENGLAND DURING THE MIDDLE AGES. With numerous 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, Esq. Fcap. 4to. cloth gilt, prica 2l8. 

YOUNG MAN'S COMPANION. By J. Mavoe, F.S.A. 

10 Engravings on Steel. 8vo. cloth, 15s. 

YOUNG WOMAN'S COMPANION. By Mbs. Hemanb, 10 En- 
gravings on Steel. 8vo. cloth, 16s. 



FBIZE MEDAL, INTEBKATIOKAL EXHIBITION, 1862, was 

awarded to Messrs. VIBTT7E for the ** publication of 

Weale's Series." 

See JURORS REPORTS, 

CLASS XXIX. 



CATALOGUE 





RUDIMENTARY, SCIENTIFIC, EDUCATIONAL, AND 
CLASSICAL WORKS, 

FOR COLLEGES, HIGH AND ORDINARY SCHOOLS, 
AND SELF-INSTRUCTION; 

ALSO FOR 

MECHANICS' INSTITUTIONS, FREE LIBRARIES, &c. &c., 

PUBLISHED BY 

VIRTUE BBOTHEBS & CO., 1, AMEX CO£]»EB, 
PATERNOSTER ROW. 

%« THE ENTIRE SERIES IS FREEEY ILLUSTRATED ON WOOD 
AND STONE WHERE REQUISITE. 

The Public are respectfully informed that the whole of the 
late INIii. We ale's Publications, cotitained in thefollovnng Cata^ 
logue, have been purchased by Vibtue Brothebs & Co., and 
that all future Orders will be supplied by them at 1, Amen 

COBNEB. 

*•* Additional Volnmes, by Popular Authors, are in Preparation 



RUDIMENTARY SERIES. 

2. NATURAL PHILOSOPHY, by Charles Tomlinson. Is, 

12. PNEUMATICS, by Charles Tomlinson. Is. 

20. PERSPECTIVE, by George Pyne. 28. 

27. PAINTING; or, A GRAMMAR OF COLOURING, by G. 
Field. 28, ' 

40. GLASS STAINING, by Dr. M. A. Gessert, With an Appendix 
on the Art of Enamelling. Is, 
January, 1865. 
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41. PAINTma ON GLASS, from the German of Promberg. Is, 
50. LAW OF CONTEACTS FOE WORKS AJSB SERVICES, 

by David Gibbons. 1», 
66. CLAY LANDS AND LOAMY SOILS, by J. Donaldson. U, 
69. MUSIC, Treatise on, by 0. C. Spencer. 2s, 

71. THE PMNOFORTE INSTRUCTIONS, by C. C. Spencer. 1*. 

72. RECENT FOSSIL SHELLS (A Manual of the MoUnsca), 

by S. P. Woodward. 5s. Qd. 

In clotli boards, Qs. 6d. ; half morocco, Is. 6d, 
79**. PHOTOGRAPHY, a Popular Treatise on, from the French 

of D. Van Monckhoven, by W. H. Thornthwaite. I*. 6d, 
96. ASTRONOMY, by the Rev. R. Main. Is, 

107. METROPOLITAN BUILDINGS ACT, and THE METRO- 

POLITAN ACT FOR REGULATING THE SUPPLY 
OF GAS, with Notes, by D. Gibbons and R. Hesketh. 2s, 6d, 

108. METROPOLITAN LOCAL MANAGEMENT ACTS. 1*. 6rf. 
108*. METROPOLIS LOCAL MANAGEMENT AMENDMENT 

ACT, 1862 ; with Notes and Index, Is, 

109. NUISANCES REMOVAL AND DISEASE PREVENTION 

ACT. Is. ^ 

110. RECENT LEGISLATIVE ACTS applying to Contractors, 

Merchants, and Tradesmen. Is, 

113. USE OF FIELD ARTILLERY ON SERVICE, by Janbert, 
translated by Lieut.-Col. H. H. MaxwelL Is. Qd, 

113*. MEMOIR ON SWORDS, by Marey, translated by Lieut-Col. 
H. H. Maxwell. Is. 

140. OUTLINES OF MODERN FARMING, by R; Scott Bum. 
Vol. I. — Soils, Manures, and Crops. 2s, 

141. ; Vol. II. Earming 

Economy, Historical and Practical. 35. 

142. Vol. HI. Stock- 
Cattle, Sheep, and Horses. 2s. 6c?. 

145. Vol. IV. Manage- 
ment of the Dairy — Pigs — Poultry. 2s. 

146. Vol. V. Utilisation of 

Town Sewage — Irrigation — Reclamation of Waste Land. 2b. 6d. 
The above 5 vols, bound in 2, cloth boards, 14s. 

144. COMPOSITION AND PUNCTUATION, by J.Brenan. Is. 

151. A HANDY BOOK ON THE LAW OF FRIENDLY, IN- 
DUSTRIAL AND PROVIDENT, BUILDING AND LOAN 
SOCIETIES. With- Copious Notes. By Nathaniel White, 
Esq. Is. 

VIRTUE BROTHERS & CO., 1, AMEN CORNER. 
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152. PBAOriCAL HINTS FOR INVESTING MONEY: with 
an Exj^anation of the Mode of Transacting BusinesB on the 
Stock Exchange. By Francifl Playford, Sworn Broker. Is, 

150. A TREATISE ON LOGHC, PURE AJSD APPLIED. By 
S. H. Emmene, Esq. Is. 6d, 



PHYSICAL SCIENCE. 



1. CHEMISTRY, by Prof. Fownes, including Agricultural Che- 
mistry, for the use of Farmers. Is. 

3. GEOLOGY, by Major-Gen. Portlock. Is. Qd. 

4. MINERALOGY, with a Treatise on Mineral Rocks or Aggre- 

gates, by Dana. 28. 

7. ELECTRICITY, by Sir W. S. Harris. Is. Qd. 

7*. GALVANISM, ANIMAL AND VOLTAIC ELECTRICITY; 
by Sir W. S. Harris. 1*. ^. 

8. MAGNETISM, E]q>osition of, by Sir W. S. Harris. Ss. 6d. 
11. ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH, History of, by E. Highton. 28. 

133. METALLURGY OF COPPER, by R. H. Lambom. 28. 

134. METALLURGY OF SILVER AND LEAD, by R. H. Lam- 

born. 28. 

135. ELECTRO-METALLURGY, by A. Watt. Is. 6d. 

138. HANDBOOK OF THE TELEGRAPH, by R. Bond. 1*. 
143. EXPERIMENTAL ESSAYS— On the Motion of Camphor 
and Modem Theory of Dew, by C. Tomlinson. Is, 



BUILDING AND ARCHITECTURE. 

16. ARCHITEOrURE, Orders of, by W. H. Leeds. Is, 

17. Styles of, by T. Bury. 1*. ed. 

18. Principles of Design, byE. L. Garbett 28, 

22. BUILDING, the Art of, by E. Dobson. 1*. 

23. BRICK AND TILE MAKING, by E. Dobson. 2s, 

25. MASONRY AND STONE-CUTTING, by E. Dobson. 28, 
30. DRAINING AND SEWAGE OF TOWNS AND BUILD- 
INGS, by G. D. Dempsey. Is, 6rf. 
(With No. 29, Drainage of Laih), 2 vols, in 1, 2s, ed.) 

VIRTUE BROTHERS & CO., 1, AMEN CORNER. 
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35. BLASrma and QUAKEYINO op stone, and BIiOW- 

INGlJPOPBRIDGES,lyLt.-G€ii.SirJ.Burgoyiie. U.6d. 

36. DICnONABY OF TERMS used hj Ardutects, Builders, 

Engineers, Survejors, &c 4s. 

In doth bottdB. 5s. ; half mnocoo, 6s. 
42. COTTAGE BUILDING, by C. B. Allen. Is. 

44. FOUNDATIONS and CONCRETE WOBKS, by KDobeon. 1*. 

45. LIMES, CEMENTS, MORTARS, CONCRETE, MASTICS, 

&C., by G. K BumelL is. 
57. WARMING AND VENTILATION, by C. Tomlmson. 3*. 
83**. CONSTRUCTION OP DOOR LOCKS, by C. Tomlinson. 

Is.Qd. 
111. ARCHES, PIERS, AND BUTTRESSES, by W. Bknd. 1*. 6d. 
116. ACOUSTICS OF PUBLIC BUILDINGS, byT.R. Smith. U.^d. 

123. CARPENTRY AND JOINERY, founded on Robison and 

Tredgold. Is.Qd. 
123*. ILLUSTRATIVE PLATES to the preceding. 4to. 4s. Gd. 

124. ROOFS FOR PUBLIC AND PRIVATE BUILDINGS, 

founded on Robison, Price, and Tredgold. Is. 6d. 

124*. IRON ROOFS of Recent Constmction— Descriptive Plates. 
4to. 48. 6d. 

127. ARCHITECTURAL MODELLING, Practical Instmctionfi, 

by T. A. Richardson. Is. 6d. 

128. V1TRUV1US*S ARCHITECTURE, translated by J. Gwilt, 

with Plates, bs. 
130. GRECIAN ARCHITECTURE, Principles of Beauty in, by 

the Earl of Aberdeen. Is. 
132. ERECTION OP DWELLING-HOUSES, \nth Specifications, 

Quantities of Materials, &c., by S.H. Brooks, 27 Plates. 28.6d 



MACHINERY AND ENGINEERING. 

33. CRANES AND MACHINERY FOR RAISING HEAVY 

BODIES, the Art of Constructing, by J. Glynn. 1*. 

34. STEAM ENGINE, by Dr. Lardner. Is. 

43. TUBULAR AND IRON GIRDER BRIDGES, including the 
Britannia and Conway Bridges, by G. D. Dempsey. Is. 
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47. LiaHTHOUSES, their Construcjtion and Ulumination, by Allan 
Stevenson. 3^. 

59. STEAM BOILERS, their Construction and Management, by 
R. Armstrong. I*. 

02. RAILWAYS, Construction, by Sir M. Stephenson. Is. Qd. " ' 

62*. RAILWAY CAPITAL AND DIVIDENDS, witii Statistics of 
Working, by E. D. Chattaway. la, 

(Vols. 62 and 62* bound in 1, 2s. U,) 

67. CLOCK AND WATCH MAKING, and Church Clocks and 
Bells, by E. B. Denison. Zs. 6i?. 

78. STEAM AND LOCOMOTION, on the Principle of connecting 
Science with Practice, by J. Sewell. 25. 

78*. LOCOMOTIVE ENGINES, by G. D. Dempsey. Is. 6i. 

79*. ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE ABOVE. 4to. As. U. 

98. MECHANISM AND CONSTRUCTION OF MACHINES, 
by T. Baker ; and TOOLS AND MACHINES, by J.Nasmyth, 
with 220 Woodcuts. 2*. 6<?. 

114. MACHINERY, Construction and Working, by CD. Abel. Is. 6<?. 

115. PLATES TO THE ABOVE. 4to. Is. U. 

139. STEAM ENGINE, Mathematical Theory of, by T. Baker. Is. 



CIVIL ENGINEERING, &c. 

13. CIVIL ENGINEERING, by H. Law and G. R. BumeU. 4s. U. 

29. DRAINING DISTRICTS AND LANDS, by G.D. Dempsey. Is. 
(With No. 30, Drainage and Sewage op Towns, 2 vols, in 1, 2s. %d.) 

31. WELL-SINKING, BORING, AND PUMP WORK, by J. G. 
Swindell, revised by G. R. Burnell. Is. 

46. ROAD-MAKING AND MAINTENANCE OF MAOADA- 
MISED ROADS, by Gen. Sir J. Burgoyne. Is. Qd. 

60. LAND AND ENGINEERING SURVEYING, by T. Baker. 2s. 
VIRTUE BROTHERS & CO., 1, AMEN CORNER. 



26 SCIENTIFIC AND MECHANICAL WORKS. 

63. AaEICUI/rURALENanoaERINa, BUILDINGS, MOTIVE 
POWERS, FIELD ENGINES, MACHINERY, AND 
IMPLEMENTS, by G. H. Andrews. Ss. 

77*. ECONOMY OF FUEL, byT. S. Prideaux, Is. 

80*. EMBANKING LANDS FROM THE SEA, by J. Wiggms. 2s. 

82. WATER POWER, as applied to Mills, &o., by J. Glynn. 2*. 

82**. GAS WORKS AND MANUFACTURING COAL GAS, by 
S. Hughes. 3s, 

82***. WATER-WORKS FOR CITIES AND TOWNS, by S. 
Hughes. 3^. 

117. SUBTERRANEOUS SURVEYING, AND RANGING THE 

LINE without the Magnet, by T. Fenwick, with Additions 
. byT. Baker. 2s. Qd. 

118. CIVIL ENGINEERING OF NORTH AMERICA, by D. 

Stevenson. Ss. 

120. HYDRAULIC ENGINEERING, by G. R. BumeU. &. 

121. RIVERS AND TORRENTS, and a Treatise on NAVI- 

GABLE CANALS AND RIVERS THAT CARRY SAND 
AND MUD, from the Italian of Paul Frisi. 2s. 6d. 

125. COMBUSTION OF COAL, AND THE PREVENTION 
OF SMOKE, by C. Wye WiUiams, M.I.C.E. Bs. 



SHIP-BUILDING AND NAVIGATION. 

61. NAVAL ARCHITECTURE, by J. Peake. Ss. 

63*. SHIPS FOR OCEAN AND RIVER SERVICE, Constniction 
of, by Captain H. A. Sommerfeldt. Is. 

53**. ATLAS OF 15 PLATES TO THE ABOVE, Drawn for 

Practice. 4to. 7s. 6d. 

64. MASTING, MAST-MATTING, and RIGGING OP SHIPS, 
by R. Kipping. Is. 6(2. 

64*. IRON SHIP-BUILDING, by J. Grantham. 2«. 6d. 
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54**. ATLAS OF 24 PLATES to the preceding. . 4to. 22*. Bd. 

65. NAVIGATION ; the Sailor's Sea Book : How to Keep the Log 
and Work it off, &c. ; Law of Storms, and Explanation of 
Terms, by J* Greenwood. 25. 

80. MARINE ENGINES, AND STEAM VESSELS, AND THE 
SCREW, by E. Murray. 2s. Qd, 

83 bis. SHIPS AND BOATS, Forms of, by W. Bland. U. 

99. NAUTICAL ASTRONOMY AND NAVIGATION, by J. R. 
Young. 28, 

100*. NAVIGATION TABLES, for Use with the above. U 6d. 

106. SHIPS* ANCHORS for aU SERVICES, by G. Cotsell. Is. 6d. 

149. SAILS AND SAIL-MATTING, by R. Kipping, N.A. 2^. Gd. 



ARITHMETIC AND MATHEMATICS. 

6. MECHANICS, by Charles Tomlinson. 1*. 

32. MATHEMATICAL INSTRUMENTS, THEIR CONSTRUC- 
TION, USE, &c., by J. F. Heather. Is. 

61*. READY RECKONER for the Measurement of Land, Tables 
of Work at from 2s. Qd. to 20s. per acre, and valuation of 
Land from £1 to £1,000 per acre, by A. Arman. Is. Gd. 

76. GEOMETRY, DESCRIPTIVE, with a Theory of Shadows and 
Perspective, and a Description of the Principles and Practice 
of Isometrical Projection, by J. F. Heather. 2s. 

SSTBOOK-KEEPING and COMMERCIAL PHRASEOLOGY, 
by James Haddon. Is. 

84. ARITHMETIC, with numerous Examples, by J.R. Young. ls.6d. 

84*. KEY TO THE ABOVE, by J. R. Young. 1*. 6d. 
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85. EQUATIONAL ARITHMETIC : Tables for the Calculation 

of Simple Interest, with Logarithms for Compound Interest, 
and Annuities, by W. Hipsley. 2s. 

86. ALGEBRA, hj J. Haddon. 2*. 

86*. KEY AND COMPANION TO THE ABOVE, by J. E. 
Young, l^. 6d, 

88. EUCLID'S GEOMETRY, with Essay on Logic, by H. Law. 2s. 

90. GEOMETRY, ANALYTICAL AND CONIC SECTIONS, by 

J. Hann. Is, : 

91. PLANE TRIGONOMETRY, by J. Hann. Is. 

92. SPHERICAL TRIGONOMETRY, by J. Hann. Is. {The two 

volumes in one. 25.) 

93. MENSURATION, by T. Baker.* Is, 

94. LOGARITHMS, Tables of; with Tables of Natural Sines, Co- 

sines, and Tangents, by H. Law. 2s. Qd, 

97. STATICS AND DYNAMICS, by T.Baker. Is, 

101. DIFFERENTIAL CALCULUS, by W. S. B. Woolhouse. 1*. 

101*. WEIGHTS AND MEASURES OF ALL NATIONS; 
Weights of Coins, and Divisions of Time ; with the Principles 
which determine the Rate of Exchange, by W. S. B, Wool- 
house. Is, 6d. 

102. INTEGRAL CALCULUS, by H. Cox. Is. 

103. INTEGRAL CALCULUS, Examples of, by J. Hann. Is. 

104. DIFFERENTIAL CALCULUS, Examples of, with Solutions, 

by J. Haddon. Is, 

106. ALGEBRA, GEOMETRY, and TRIGONOMETRY, First 
Mnemonical Lessons in, by the Rey. T. P. Kirkman. 1^. 6d. 

131. READY-RECKONER FOR MILLERS, FARMERS, M^B 
MERCHANTS, showing the Value of any Quantity of Corn, 
with the Approximate vSue of Mill-stones and Mill Work. Is. 

136. RUDIMENTARY AMTHMETIC, by J. Haddon, edited by 

A. Arman. Is. 6d. 

137. KEY TO THE ABOVE, by A. Arman. Is. 6d. 

147. STEPPING STONE TO ARITHMETIC, by Abraham Ar- 

man, Schoolmaster, Thurleigh, Beds. 1^. 

148. KEY TO THE ABOVE, by A, Arman. 1a 
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[This Series is kept in three styles of binding—the prices of each 
are given in columns at the end of the lines.'] 



HISTOBIKS, QBAMMABS, AND DICnONAHIES. 






ENGLAND, History of, by W. D. Hamilton. 
Parts I., II. in 1 vol 



Parts III., IV. in 1 vol. 



• Completo in 1 vol. 



11. 
11* 

12. 



14. 
15. 

17. 



GREECE, History of, by W. D. Hamilton 
and E. Levien 

ROME, History of, by E. Levien . 

CHRONOLOGY OF CIVIL AND ECCLE- 
siastical History, Literature, Art, and 
Civilisation, from the earliest period tOj 
the present time 

ENGLISH GRAMMAR, by Hyde Clarke . 

HANDBOOK OF COMPARATIVE PHI- 

lology, by Hyde Clarke .... 

ENGLISH DICTIONARY, above 100,000 
words, or 50,000 more than in any existing 
work, by ^yde Clarke .... 

, with Grammar 

GREEK GRAMMAR, by H. C. Hamilton . 
DICTIONARY, by H. R. HamU- 



ton. Vol. 1. Greek— English 

Vol. 2. English— Greek 



• Complete in 1 vol. 



19. 
20. 



with Grammar 
LATIN GRAMMAR, by T. Goodwin 

DICTIONARY, by T. Goodwin. 

VoL 1. Latin— English .... 
Vol. 2. English— Latin 



• Complete in 1 vol. 



with Grammar 



s, d. 

2 
2 
4 

2 6 
2 6 



26 
1 

1 

36 

1 

20 

2 
40 

1 

2 
1 6 

3 6 



s. d. 



50 

3 6 
3 6 



36 



50 
60 



46 
56 



s.d. 



5 6 

4 
4 



40 



4 6 50 

5 6 6 



6 6 
6 6 



50 
6 
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24. FRENCH GRAMMAR, by G. L. Strauss . 

25. DICTIONARY, by A. Elwes. 

Vol 1. French— English . . . . 

26. Vol. 2. English— French 



■ Complete in 1 vol. 



with Grammar 

27. ITALIAN GRAMMAH, by A. Elwes . 

28. TRIGLOT DICTIONARY, by 

A. Elwes. Vol. 1. Italian — English — 



French 



30. 
32. 



. Vol. 2. English— Italian— French 
■ Vol. 3. French— Italian— Englirii 
• Complete in 1 vol, 
■. with Grammar 



34. SPANISH GRAMMAR, by A. Elwes . 

35. ENGLISH AND ENGLISH- 

SPANISH DICTIONARY, by A. Elwes . 
. with Grammar 



39. GERMAN GRAMMAR, by G. L. Stranss 

40. 

41. 



42. 
43. 



READER, from best Authors . 

TRIGLOT DICTIONARY, by 

N. E. Hamilton. Vol. 1. English— Ger- 
man — ^French 

Vol. 2. German— English— French 

Vol. 3. French — ^English — German 

Complete in 1 vol. 

, with Ghrammar 



44. HEBREW DICTIONARY, by Dr. Breslau. 
Vol. 1. Hebrew — ^English 
, with Grammar 



46. 



Vol. 2. English— Hebrew 

-Complete, with Grammar, in 2 vols. 
— GRAMMAR, by Dr. Breslau . 



46* - 

47. FRENCH AND ENGLISH PHRASE BOOK 



8. d. 
1 

1 

1 6 

2 6 

1 



20 
2 
20 



1 
40 

1 
1 



1 
1 
1 
3 



6 
70 
3 

1 
1 



e, d. 



3 6 
46 



76 

8 6 



50 

60 



4 

5 
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GREEK AND LATIN CLASSICS, 

With Explanatory Notes in English, principally seliscted from the 
best Glennan Commentators. 



LATIN SERIES. 

1. LATIN DELECTUS, with Vocabularies and Notes, by 

H. Young 1*. 

2. CESAR'S GALLIC WAR ; Notes by H. Young . . 2*. 

3. CORNELIUS NEPOS; Notes by H.Young . . . 1*. 

4. VIRGHL. The Gteorgics, Bucolics ; Notes by W. Eushton 

and H. Young 1«. 

5. VIRCHL'S -^ENEID ; Notes by H. Young . . , 2e. 

6. HORACE. Odes and Epodes; Notes, Analysis and Ex- 

planation of Metres l*. 

7. HORACE. Satires and Epistles ; Notes by W. B. Smith Is, Qd. 

8. SALLUST. Catiline, Jugurtha ; Notes by W. M. Donne 1«. 6rf. 

9. TERENCE. Andria and Heautontimorumenos ; Notes by 

J. Dayies ls,6d, 

10. TERENCE. Adelphi, Hecyra, and Phormio; Notes by J. 

Davies 28. 

14. CICERO. De Amicitia, de Senectute, and Bnitus ; Notes 

by W. B. Smith 28. 

16. LIVy. Part I. Books i., ii., by H. Young . . 1«. Qd, 
16*. Part II. Books iii., iv., v.,. by H. Young . Is. 6d. 

17. Part in. Booksxxi.,xxii., by W.B. Smith . Is. 

19. CATULLUS, TIBULLUS, OVID, and PROPERTIUS, 

Selections from, by W. M. Donne . . . .28* 

20. SUETONIUS and the later Latm Writers, Selections from, 

byW.M. Donne 28. 

JPrepaririff for Press. 

11. CICEEO. Orations against Catiline, for Snlla, for Arohias, 

and for the Manilian Law. 

12. CICERO. First and Second Philippics ; Orations for Milo, for 

Maroellus, &c. 

13. CICERO. De Officiis. 

15. JUVENAL and PERSIUS. (The indelicate passages expunged.) 

18. TACITUS. Agricola; Germania; and Annals, Book i. 
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a 

4. 

6. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 
10. 
11. 
12. 

13. 
14. 
16. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
20. 
23. 
26. 
30. 
32. 
40. 
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1 GREEK SERIES, 

' ON A SIMILAB PLAN TO THE LATIN SEBIES.I] 

GREEK INTRODUCTORY READER, by H. Young. 

On the same plan as the Latin Reader .... Is, 
XENOPHON. Anabasis, i. ii. iii., by H. Young . . Is, 
XENOPHON. Anabasis, iv. v. vi. vii., by H. Young . 1*. 
LUCLAN. Select Dialogues, by T. H. L. Leary . . 1*. 
HOMER. Hiad, i. to VI., by T. H. L. Leary . . Is.Gd. 
HOMER. Hiad, vii. to xii., by T. H. L. Leary . Is. ed. 

HOMER, niad, xiii. to xviii., by T. H. L. Leary . Is. 6d, 
HOMER. . Iliad, xix. to xxiv., by T. H. L. Leary . 1*. 6d. 
HOMER. Odyssey, i. to vi., by T. H. L. Leary . la. 6^. 
HOMER. Odyssey, vii. to xii., by T. H. L. Leary . la. 6d. 
HOMER. Odyssey, xiii. to xviii., by T. H. L. Leary Is. Qd, 
HOMER. Odyssey, xix. to xxiv. ; and Hymns, by T. H. 

2s. 

2s. 
Is.^, 



L. Leary 
PLATO. Apology, Crito, and Phaedo, by J. Davies 
HERODOTUS, i. ii., by T. H. L. Leary . 



HERODOTUS, iii. iv., by T. H. L. Leary ... 1*. 6d. 
HERODOTUS, v. vi. vii., by T. H. L. Leary . . 1*. 6d, 
HERODOTUS, viii. ix., and Index, by T. H. L. Leary 1*. Qd, 
SOPHOCLES ; CEdipus Tyrranus, by H. Young . . Is. 
SOPHOCLES; Antigone, by J. Milner .... 2s. 
EURIPIDES ; Hecuba and Medea, by W. B. Smith . Is, Qd. 
EURIPIDES; Alcestis, by J. Milner .... Is. 
^SCHYLUS; Prometheus Vinctus, by J. Davies . . Is. 
^SCHYLUS ; Septem contra Thebas, by J. Davies . . Is. 
ARISTOPHANES ; Acharnians, by C. S. D. Townsend Is. 6d. 
THUCYDIDES, i., by H. Young , . . . . Is. 

Preparing for Press. 

34. AESC HYL US ; Bumenides. 

35. ^SC HYL US; Agamemnon. 

36. -<ESCHYLUS; Supplioes. 

37. PLUTARCH; Select Lives. 

38. ARISTOPHANES; Clouds. 

39. ARISTOPHANES; Frogs. 

42. THUCYDIDES, ii. 

43. THEOCRITUS; Select 
Idyls. 

44. PINDAR. 

45. ISOCRATES. 

46. HESIOD. 



19. SOPHOCLES; OEdipus Co- 
lonoeus. 

21. SOPHOCLES; Ajax. 

22. SOPHOCLES; Philoctetes. 
25. EURIPIDES; Hippolytus. 

27. EURIPIDES; Orestes. 

28. EURIPIDES. Extracts 
from the remaining plays. 

29. SOPHOCLES. Extracts 
from the remaining plays. 

31. JESCHYLUS; Persae. 
33. iESCHYLUS; Choephorse. 
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